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INTRODUCTORY ESSAY. 



WOLFE HOWE, D.D. 



There is no name id tbe anonls of the present century, 
which ftwakens bo universal and grateful an interest in the 
religious world, as that of Rcginuld Heber. Henry Martyn was 
as devoted a Missionary, but he was no Poet. Kcble has 
enchanted the Church with his sacred lyrics — but ho is a quiet, 
country parson in one of England's rural parishes, a sphere too 
tame and void of romance to lend any adventitious interest to 
the man or his productions. Besides, Keble has been identified 
with ft school of men in the English Church, who have (inno- 
cently or otherwise) incited sharp controversies. And he has so 
linked the distinctive opinions of that school, and the Ritunl, 
and organic peculiarities of his own Communion with the sweet 
harmonicfl of his verse, that his place of pre-eminent regard as 
Master of the Christian Lyre, has been won fur him rather by the 
fervent devotion of his spirit, and the captivating music of his 
dicdon, than by the particular shade of religious sentiments with 
which they are interfused. The rhythm of Tennyson is inimitably 
mnsical, but his sentiment lacks the tone of an heavenly piety. The 
(21) 
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Author^ whose Diclodies of thought and expression we here 
endeavour to present in a garh hefitting their beauty, was at 
once a Christian of no ordinary grace, a Missionary of ansur- 
passed devotion, a Poet of exquisite taste, chastened fancy, and 
faultless harmony of measure, who breathed into his verse, as 
into all his productions, that catholic piety of sentiment which 
finds an echo in every heart wherein the spirit of Jesus is 
pleased to dwell. 

With the present century began a new era of missionary 
enterprise in Protestant Christendom. The giving of the 
Gospel to the heathen, was an idea which for many ages had 
seemed to be obsolete, and forgotten in the Church. Even the 
Church of England, which has now such an honourable pre- 
eminence in this ^' work of faith and labour of love,'' had not at 
that period conceived the thought of sending her threefold 
ministry to every land on which she had unfurled her blood-red 
standard, marked with the double signet of the Cross. Reginald 
Ilcbcr was only not the first Missionary Bishop stationed in a 
British colony on the eastern hemisphere. The learned Middle- 
ton had been his sole predecessor in the See of Calcutta ; and 
he, like the three who succeeded, had just entered on his work 
when he was called to his reward. In the space of ten years, 
five Bishops, in swift succession, endowed with the honours and 
blessed with the prayers of the Church of England, bore the 
8ta£f of her authority, and stood pledged at her altars to live and 
die for Christ, in India — Middlcton, and Heber, and James, and 
Turner, and Wilson. The last, now Metropolitan of all India, 
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Gtill waits, in a good and vigorous old age, his translation from 
toil and care on earth, to rest and reward io Heaveo. 

We advert to these items of mi^ionaiy history to illustrate 
more forcibly the measure of Heber's xcal and self-sacrifice io 
coaaccroting hiiusolf to the work of missions, at that early day, 
when so few had made cx]>crimcnC of its exposures and trials, 
and when, in his own peculiar office, none had preceded him 
whose experience afTurilcd him any hiut, save of exhausting 
labour anil premature death. 

Missionary life is now, comparatively speaking, au every day 
affair. Memoirs of cmiucut men who have since given their 
lives to the een'icc, form no inconsidcrahle part of our popular 
religious literature. Labourers, who have braved the dangers, 
iDtnnsio and casual, of residence among the heathen, to rebuke 
their idolatries, and urge upon thcni the humbling doctrines of 
the Cross, have returned from their missions, atid tidings can be 
had from them in almost every religious community. Com- 
merce ha.s increased beyond all computation, and made the 
comforts and lusurics of life transmissible to every part of the 
habilable world. Communication of friend with friend, however 
separated, may he frequent as heart could wish. Distance is 
annihilated. The "farther India," is no longer far. Indeed, 
it is not the same thing to be a missionary now, as it was in the 
time of Reginald llcber. A more venturous spirit of enterprise, 
a more burning leal, a more implicit trust in Ood, were then 
required to qualify a soldier of the Cross fur service in the 
enemy's bad. 
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In proof that Reginald Hcber possessed all these in their 
fulness, we may refer not only to the fact that he went forth 
with his life in his hand, to stand in the breach where his gifted 
predecessor had so suddenly fallen, but to the fact not generally 
known or realized, that his Missionary Hymn — admired and 
sung by all Christian people who use the English tongue — was 
written while he was yet a parish minister at his paternal living 
at Hodnct, in Shropshire. His recognition of the claims of the 
heathen world upon the sympathy and aid of the Church of 
Christ, did not wait to bo inspired and called into expression 
amid the abominations of Paganism. He was a missionary in 
heart, before he became one in fact. 

And yet it would seem that the condition, education, and 
social relations of Heginald Hcber had been such as to preclude 
a lively interest in any work so rough and enterprising as the 
mission which his imagiuatiou foreshadowed, and his whole 
nature subsequently entered upon. Born of gentle parents, his 
father a beneficed clergyman of the old school, whose religion, if 
we may judge from the little that is said of him in the Memoir 
of his more distinguished son, contemplated only a traditional 
constancy in the doctrine, morals, and worship of the Established 
Church ; himself a refined, tasteful, placid man, whose childhood 
has been passed amid the sweet and subduing influences of a 
quiet rural parish, in the centre and source of its sobriety — the 
sequestered parsonage; whose youth had ventured no farther 
than into the cloisters of an University, and there acquired 
scholastic habits, which opened to him all the elegant literature 
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of hU times; whoae maturity, (for be became resident rector of 
Hodnet at tweoty-four — a benefice which he neither rcisigucd 
nor deserted notil, at the age of forty, he went forth as Lord 
Bbhop of Calcutta)— whose maturity oddietcd hiiu to employ- 
menta and associations, calculated only to dcTclope an exquisite 
taste, a quiet eonservatlTC spirit, a studious application of mind, 
whose pleasurable divertisement should be found in the haunts 
of poetry or the refinements of polite society — it would be said 
tbat nothing in his origin, tempcrutnent, or pursuits had been 
likely to inspire bim with pity for the benighted Pagnns, or to 
enlist him for tbeir ill ami nation. It may be said of a true mis- 
sionary, as Horace said of a poet, " Nnscitur non fit." God 
called him; and in his new creation by the Spirit of God, he 
received his special qualification for his sphere. And this gives 
& pceulbr interest to his history — that none of his endowments 
helped to make him a missionary ; alone they would have hin- 
dered him — but, consecrated by his consecration, they all served 
to beautify a life and enforce a work which were not too brief to 
yield honour to Qod, though they diKappointed all the hopes of 
man. 

To American readers at least, it is believed that the poetry of 
Bishop Heber is little known. The few of his productions which 
arc familiar to us are universal favourites. Indeed, his reputa- 
tion — the knowledge of his existence, and of his office rests with 
the multitude upon the fact that he was the author of " The Mis- 
uonary Hymn." One or two of the sweetest of our fireside 
BODgs — remembered and repeated still (though fashion decrees 
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that lyric poetry shall have but a transient notoriety) were effa- 
sions of bis graceful pen. It is matter of surprise, that with 
such gems in hand, there has not been more interest to explore 
the mine out of which they were obtained. He who had the 
genius and grace to yield such enchantments surely did not 
exhaust himself in their production. His " Missionary Hymn" 
is only one of many sacred songs fitted to incite and express the 
devotions of God's people. The hymns, which with harp attuned 
to harmony with the sweet singer of Israel, he made to chime 
also with the rhythmic cadences of the Christian year, these are 
all replete with pious sentiment exquisitely expressed, and flow- 
ing with a smoothness of versification which makes them music, 
whether they be said or sung. 

Something of the strangeness of Bishop Heber's poetry to the 
general reader is, perhaps, attributable to the fact that, in the 
present century a somewhat fantastic taste has become prevalent 
in regard to the themes, the imagery, and the style of poetry. 
The old masters of English verse, such as Pope, and Collins, and 
Goldsmith, and Cowper, arc too staid and tame to suit the motley 
and overstrained fancy of these times. Conceits must be wild 
and unearthly — the temper of the poet must be melancholic and 
extra-human — the verse unequal and convulsive, like the rush 
of a broken locomotive — or, in this racking and impetuous age, 
the wisest songster can gain no audience. There is indeed a 
school of men, retainers of one eccentric mind, who make his 
productions the key-note of all poetic harmonies — who discern 
beauty only when it is associated with mysticism or puerility — 
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who recc^ise, aa fitting tbemea for verse, nothing but the 
extremes of profound philosophy, and the mean details of ordi- 
nary and homely events. They aeaunic to be autocrats in the 
realm of Htcraiy taste. They have, by their tones of dennncia- 
tion against all the accredited styles of poetry, which before were 
" hamaoly acceptiro," emboldened to presumptuous effort, imita- 
tors of their favourite bard, who have found it easier to mock 
bis eccentricities, than to match his genius ; and so the " Poetry 
of the Lakes" seems a larger clement in the literature of the time, 
than it really is. Surely they speak not the common sentiment 
of thoughtful men, who restrict the range of poesy, and deerce 
that her garb shall be modish and her accent provincial. Lan- 
guage has a higher use than to bury thought, and verse n ehoieor 
beauty than to constrain it all (o run in one groove. Though 
poetry has found out new haunts, and confonus herself to new 
fashions of attire and modes of speech, yet is it assuming and 
insolent to decry all her fonuer ways, and aspects, and nltcranccs 
as prosaic and uncomely. Yea, it is rather to be presumed that 
the taste which was of prior and longer prevalence was of more 
unquestiouablc truth. Certainly that which is simple and 
elegant is of more general and enduring acceptance, than that 
which is involved and garish. There is a natural style of dress, 
common tj all civilized nations, which, because it is common, is 
the standard of good taste — the initial of beauty of atlire. Each 
clime, each season, each day, may have its diversities, its pecu- 
liar modes of omantcntation — these may be tasteful or fantastic ; 
— but they cannot supersede the old elementary ttyle, which com- 
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iDOQ sense and eommoo use have approved. The same is true 
of men's habitudes of thought. The literature of any language 
soon attains to such maturity as to have its standard of true taste 
in prose and verse determined ; and though, in after years, there 
may be vacillations from that standard, it never quite loses its 
supremacy. Men may disown it for awhile, and some audacious 
innovators may even scoff at it as obsolete and time-worn ; yet 
the cultivated and refined will always appreciate it, and even the 
faltering and the wayward will return to it at last, as the dis- 
turbed needle to the pole. 

Bishop Heber's poetry is for the most part constructed after 
the classic models. It is fashioned into plain hexameter verse — 
the staple measure on which thought will live the longest, and 
taste refresh itself with most abiding satisfaction. It is marked 
by no over-strained and bewildering imagery, but presents the 
beautiful conceptions of a refined and cultivated mind informed 
by a quick-discerning eye, which surveyed nature with a lively 
sense of its charms, and a devout regard to Him whose handi- 
work and symbol it is. 

The character and history of the Author might be traced with 
some accuracy in the poetical effusions which he has left : not 
that he has spoken freely in them of himself. His personal 
modesty would have forbidden that — no trait of his gentle spirit 
was more remarkable than his humility : — witness the diffidence 
with which he assumed the high office in which he sacrificed his 
life. But his fascination with the beautiful in nature and art — 
his purity and probity of spirit — his delicate taste, touching the 
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proprieties of things &nd morals — his finished uoivcrsity eductt- 
tioD — his fumiliarity with the scenes of rural life — his associatiun 
with the intellectual, coDscirative, and rcfiticd — his pursuit, amid 
the duties of his saercd profession, of those polite nod elegant 
studies, attractive only to men of rare attniDincnts, and curious 
faney, aud literary leisure — liis whole-souled devotion to the 
glory of God and the good of men — all these are diffused 
throughout the pages of his poetical remains iu KUch natural, 
Bpontaneons, and well-proportioned emanations, that, if there 
were nothing else left commemorative of the man nnd his career, 
an apt and discriminating reader could find him skeU.'Ued in all 
the beauty of his piety, talent and learning, in the "silver 
pictures" of his muse. 

We should do injustice to the poetical talent of Uishop Ilcbcr, 
and misrepresent also our own sense of its versatility, shunid we 
leave the impression that in every effusion of his pen, his pro- 
fessional, or even his religious character wu.s manifested. Xcillicr 
was every one an effort of siholasiie learning and refinement. 
In this volume will he found not only academic poems, in their 
structure and finish " polished after the siniililude of a palace," 
but — lyric verse sacred and secular, festive piiiifrs, nntiijue 
ballads, playful epistles, dramatic and heroic measures, niirtliful 
description flowing in rhyme, tmnslations from foreign aulhors, 
ancient and modeni, Kuropean and Oriental, wherein is jire- 
Bcrved not only the th(iuj,'ht but the style and idiom of the 
originals. What could bo more dcnioustrutive of a true poetic 
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yearnings of his soul, that thirsted all the while for the waters 
of Helicon, and strengthened him to engage his best powers in 
holy service to men for the Lord's sake. It had been compara- 
tively easy to have disowned the muses in his youth, to have 
addicted his mind entirely to the studies of his sacred calling, 
and thus to have stunted and forgotten his poetic genius — but to 
give his fancy scope for development, and yet hold it under the 
rein of a sanctified will — to bestow life-long culture on his taste, 
and yet keep it subordinated to his higher faculties — to use it for 
his recreation, and yet never allow it to disturb him from his 
pursuits of duty — this was a tusk and a triumph of manliness 
which few appreciate, and which marks him who achieved it as 
a man of poetic heroism, as well as Christ-like devotion. It 
lends a melancholy and touching interest to Bishop Heber's few 
and fragmentary productions in verse, thus to linger on the 
enacted poetry of his life. His writings and his deeds, seen in 
combination, disclose him as a true bard of lofty stature. Several 
of his most elaborate poems contained in this volume, it will be 
seen, were never completed. His quick fancy began what 
his paramount devotion to the practical duties of life did not 
yield him opportunity to finish. He had a great work to do on 
the Mount of God, and could not come down to the top of Ida. 
But what he sang in the haunts of the muses he sang with a 
poet's soul, and struck in tuneful measures with a master's 
hand. The monumental work which bears aloft his title in the 
shadowy but enduring temple of poetic fame, may seem to the 
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eye of the underout observer but a broken colunm, yet all must 
confesB it laid with fair colours, perfect proportion, aod exquisite 
workmaosliip. And they who see — as the patriaTch — what is 
iDTisible, discern the finished shaft in the poetic beauty of his 
life, and the chaplet of bis willing sacrifice wreathed arouod its 
lofty capital. 
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TuE justice of the preceding estimate of Bishop Hebcr's 
charocter, talents, and attaiDincuts, will be, perhaps, more readily 
conceded if we enrich these pages with Uobcrt Southc/s flow- 
ing tribute to his memory, written on seeing that portrait which 
delineates the manly beauty of a face and form dcuonstrativc of 
the greatness and grace of the soul that dwelt withio. 



ON THE PORTRAIT OF REGINALD HEBER. 



I. 

Yes — such as these were IIc})cr'8 lineaments ; 
Such his capacious front, 
His comprehensive eye, 
His open brow serene. 
Such was the gentle countenance which bore 
Of generous feeling, and of golden truth, 
Sure Nature's sterling impress ; never there 
Unruly passion left 
Its ominous marks infix'd, 
Nor the worse dye of evil habit set 
An inward stain engrain'd. 
Such were the lips whose salient playfulness 
Enlivened peaceful hours of private life ; 
Whose eloquence 
Held congregations open-ear'd, 
As from the heart it flowed, a living stream 
Of Christian wisdom, pure and undefiled. 



(31) 
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And what if there be those 

Who ID the cabinet 

Of memory hold enehrined 

A litelier portraiture, 

And see in thought, as in their dreams, 

nis actual image, verilj produced? 

Yet shall this counterfeit COUTej 

To strangers, and preserve for afteMime, 

All that could perish of him — all that else 

Even now bad pass'd awaj ; 
For he hath taken with the Living Dead 
His honourable place — 
Yea, with tho Saints of God 
nis holj habitation. Hearts, to which 
Through ages he shall speak. 
Will jeam towards him ; and they too, (for such 
Will be), who ^nl their loins 
With truth to follow him, 
Having the breastplate on of righteonsnem. 
The helmet of salvation, and the shield 
Of faith — thej too will gate 
Upon his effigy 
With reverential love. 
Till they shall grow familiar with its lines. 
And know him when they see his face in Heaven. 
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iv. 

The Bunnj recollections of those days 
Full soon were overcast, when Ileber went 
Where half this wide world's circle lay 
Between us interposed* 
A messenger of love he went, 

A true Evangelist ; 
Not for ambition, nor for gain, 
Nor of constraint, save such as duty lays 
Upon the disciplined heart, 
Took he the overseeing on himself 
Of that wide flock dispersed, 
"Which, till these latter times, 
Had there been left to stray 
Neglected all too long. 
For this great end devotedly he went, 
Forsaking friends and kin, 
His own loved paths of pleasantness and peace. 
Books, leisure, privacy. 
Prospects (and not remote) of all wherewith 
Authority could dignify desert ; 
And, dearer far to him, 
Pursuits that with the learned and the wise 
Should have assured his name its lasting place 
****** 
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How beautiful ore the feet of bim 

Tbat bringetb good tidings, 

That publishetb pence, 

Tbat bringetb good tidings of good. 

That proclaimeth ealratiun for men I 

Where'er the Cbristiaa Patriarch went. 

Honour oDd reverence hemlded his way, 

And bleBsbge foUow'd him. 

The Malabar, the Moor, the Cingalese, 

Though unilluraed by faith. 

Yet not the leas admired 

The Tirtue that they saw. 

The European soldier, there so long 

Of needful and consolatory rites 

Injuriously deprived. 

Fell, at his presence, the neglected seed 

Of early piety 

Kefresh'd, as with a quickening dew from Heaven. 

NaUve believeTs wept for thankfulness, 
When OD their heads he laid bis hallowing hands ; 
And if the Saints in bliss 
Be cognisant of aught that panseth here, 
It was a joy for Schwartz 
To look frem Paradise that hour 
Upon his earthly fluck. 
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Tin. 

Ram boweth down, 
Creeshna and Seva stoop ; 
The Arabian Moon must wane to wax no more ; 
And Ishmacl's seed redeemed 
And Esau's — to their brotherhood, 
And to their better birthright then restored, 
Shall within Israel's covenant be brought. 
Drop down, ye Heavens, from above ! 
Ye skies, pour righteousness ! 
Open, thou Earth, and let 
Salvation be brought forth ! 
And sing ye, ye Heavens, and shout Earth, 
With all thy hills and vales. 
Thy mountains and thy woods ; 
Break forth into a song, a jubilant song ; 

For by Himself the Lord hath sworn 
That every tongue to Him shall swear. 
To Him that every knee shall bow. 



• 
« 



X. 

Hadst thou revisited thy native land, 

Mortality and Time, 
And Change, must needs have made 
Our meeting mournful. Happy he 
Who to his rest is borne 
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In sure and certain hope, 

Before the band of age 

Hath obill'd his faculties. 

Or sorrow reach'd him in his heart of hearts I 

Most hsppj if he leave in his good name 

A light for those who follow him, 

Aod in hie works a living seed 

Of good, prolific still. 



Yes, to the Christian, to the Heathen world, 
Ileber, thou art not dead — thou canst not die ! 
Nor can 1 think of thee as lost. 
A little portion of this little isle 
At first diTided us ; then half the globe ; 
The some earUk held us still ; but when, 
O Reginald, wert thou so near as now f 
'Tis but the failinK of a wither'd leaf— 
The breaking of a shell, — 
The rending of a veil ! 
Oh, when Uiat leaf shall fall- 
That shell be burst^that veil be rent — may then 
My spirit be with thine! 
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[InUH>prlnEOt1SDa,HegInildR9l)er,tnlneth«it07unofagr,iiri)te"P*]Htin<.'' Id 
thecoanenflUeciinpMtUoD, eirWilttr BcoM luipimiHl to br«lifMt»lU) him oasmorn. 
tng,iTlIb big bn>th«r uid ana or tm Mendi. •'rii]»Uii»"berunslfae>u1y«tDrcanTenk- 
tioD, ind thi pDcm mu pfodnisd and md. Sir Walter •aid, "Vou bare omttled ona 
ttrlklng dnnnutaDM in Tonr tcnunt of lb* huUdlog of (hii tcmple—lbat do hwli w*ra 
urd In lU nwUDn." Iteglnald nlJrsd tKm Uu br«kCut table to a mmer or the room, 
mndbafonlh* putjaepvatoJ produwd Iba beautiful lines In r*fpreD» lo tbii factwblcb 

■ilmlrablr iiiullfled lo fWlar 11a growth. 

Tha lutmaa wfalcb attendnl thla prlu poem was □npinllclud In Ita cUhl It b^i 
reUlned lt< plaev imon; tbo bi](b«r poHltral wmpofllllona ot the a^p, and ba^ alnr^e be^n 
■U11 (nrtfatr ImmartallHil if tba gvntut of Dr. Cnlcta, murinl prorMaor in OiKinl. Tbg 

■t tb* tnlerral of Iwfnlj-fiinr yaara. "None who heard Reginald lletrr TMite hll 
•PalHtlm' In that maKnlfldsnt thMtrt, will e>H (Orp-t hlj apffaraiitT.BD InUTBUlInK and 
ImpraaBlTB. It irii known tbat bin old fatbvr wiu wmowhfro ailllnK amonji tbe frowded 
andlsDee, when bli vnlTpnallj admired urn awendAl the nwlrum— and w« tiave heard 

waatnl bj long UlaefH, tfaat he never Te«rend LI. uhl majbaeaid tobaTodlod oTtbu^y 
deareat to ft parents beart Regluald Debcr'i ndtatlonf like that of all poct« whom we 
have bavd redte, wu aLto^lher untrammcUed by the nitical lawi of elocution^ «blcb 

cfaana In hie aomewbat nielanpfaolT Tolce, that oceulonally tklt«rM, leu tixna a feeling 
of Ihe pDlamnK; anderen erandeurof tbeecrne,of wblchfaowaflblmnvlf tbecnnaplcnoua 
stdRt—ttaDDnb that fnling 
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jonth, the aRldrntal triumph oi 




deiteritj of acholanhlp. which li i 




bnt that here wu ■ poet Indeed, ni 
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be mut awful mjftcrlea 

cT hid eoinp«era> In the 

sakl Dtrnch elblblUoui 

leed, nol ool; of high promlw, hut of blgh arhtiTemi^t— Dog 

might hare been the ihare of the boundleu en tbmUnnwILbwblrb the pnem wai listened 
ta, atBrtbnlabla to the InHneneeof the <;m'ut loci,' hai bwn ilnn uinclloned bytfaeludtt- 
mail of the world; that hia placed ' Pileitloe' at (be lerj head of lbs poetry on dlrlo* 
nWeeti of tbhi age. It la now iDcorpoTalnl ki ever with Ibe poelrji of Kniland." 
VhHiBefluld nebvT retnraed Crgta the theatre, lurroboded bjbli Mande, with ererr 
(4!) 
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hand fitretrhpd out to congretuUite, and orery Toice raimd to praiae him, he withdrew from 
the circle, and hi« mother, who. impatient of his absence, went to look for liim, found him 
in his room on hia kneoH, giring thanks to Ood; not m> much for the talents, which had 
on that day ral.«ed him to honour, but that tboee talents had enabled him to beatow 
unmixed happine>(8 upon his parents. Had he pc^tsessed a mind less fortified by Christian 
liumility, the praises which were now showered upon him might have produced danger- 
ous effects, but the tone of his character ncTcr varied ; at collie and through life, though 
distinguii*ho<i by (rreat cheerfulness and buoyancy of spirits, he retained that sobrietj of 
mind which hail marked his childhood, and he attracted not only the admiration but the 
love of his contemporaries; for, besides that grt>at superiority seems to be almost out of 
the reach of envy. hU talents were accompanied with so much modesty and kindness, 
that the laurelti which he wore could not bo viewed with jealousy even by those whose 
exertions in the same race had foiled of success.] 



Reft of thy sons, amid thy foes forlorn, 
Mourn, widow' d Queen, forgotten Sion, mourn ! 
Is this thy place, sad city, this thy throne, 
Where the wild desert rears its craggy stone ; 
While suns unblest their angry lustre fling, 
And way-worn pilgrims seek the scanty spring ? — 
Where now thy pomp, which kings with envy view'd ? 
Where now thy might, which all those kings subdued? 
No martial myriads muster in thy gate ; 
No suppliant nations in thy Temple wait; 
No prophet bards, thy glittering courts among, 
Wake the full lyre, and swell the tide of song : 
But lawless force, and meagre want are there, 
And the quick-darting eye of restless fear, 
While cold oblivion, *mid thy ruins laid, 
Folds his dank wing beneath the ivy shade. 

Ye guardian saints ! ye warrior sons of Heaven, 
To whose high care Judaea's state was given ! 
wont of old your nightly watch to keep, 
A host of gods, on Sion's towery steep ! 
If e'er your secret footsteps linger still 
By Siloa's fount, or Tabor's echoing hill ; 




If e'or your eong on Salcm'a glories dwell, 
And moura the captive land you loved so well ; 
(For oft, 'tis said, in Kedron's palmy vale 
Mysterious harpings swell the midnight gale, 
And, blest as balmy dens that Hermoo cheer, 
Melt in soft cadence on the pilgrim's ear ;) 
Forgive, blest spirits, if a theme so high 
Mock the weak notes of mortal.minstrelsy ! 
Yet, might your aid this anxious breast inspire 
With one faint spark of Milton's seraph fire, 
Then should my Muse ascend with bolder flight, 
And wave her eagle-plumes exulting in the light. 

happy once in Heaven's peculiar love. 
Delight of men below, and saints above ! 
Though, Salem, now the spoiler's ruffian hand 
Ilaa loosed his hell-hounds o'er thy wasted land ; 
Though weak, and whelm'd beneath the storms of fate, 
Thy house is left unto thee desolate ; 
Though thy proud stones in cumbrous ruin fall, 
And seas of sand o'crtop thy mouldering wall; 
Yet shall the Muse to fancy's ardent view 
Each shadowy trace of faded pomp renew : 
And as the seer on Pisgah's topmost brow 
With glistening eye beheld the plain below, 
With prescient ardour drank the scented gale, 
And bade the opening glades of Canaan hail ; 
Her eagle eye shall scan the prospect wide, 
From Carmel's cliffs to Almotana's tide ; 
The flinty waste, the cedar-tufted hill. 
The liquid health of smooth Ardeni's rill ; 
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The grot, where, by the watch-fire's evening blaze, 
The robber riots, or the hermit prays ; 
Or where the tempest rives the hoary stone, 
The wintry top of giant Lebanon. 

Fierce, hardy, proud, in conscious freedom bold, 
Those stormy seats the warrior Druses hold ; 
From Norman blood their lofty line they trace, 
Their lion courage proves their generous race : 
They, only they, while all around them kneel 
In sullen homage to the Thracian steel, 
Teach their pale despot's waning Moon to fear 
The patriot terrors of the mountain spear. 

Yes, valorous chiefs, while yet your sabres shine 
The native guard of feeble Palestine, 
Oh, ever thus, by no vain boast dismay'd. 
Defend the birthright of the cedar shade ! 
What though no more for you th' obedient gale 
Swells the white bosom of the Tyrian sail ? 
Though now no more your glittering marts unfold 
Sidonian dyes and Lusitanian gold ; 
Though not for you the pale and sickly slave 
Forgets the light in Ophir's wealthy cave : 
Yet yours the lot, in proud contentment blest, 
Where cheerful labour leads to tranquil rest. 
No robber rage the ripening harvest knows ; 
And unrestrain'd the generous vintage flows : 
Nor less your sons to manliest deeds aspire. 
And Asia's mountains glow with Spartan fire. 

So when, deep sinking in the rosy main, 
The western sun forsakes the Syrian plain. 



His vatery ra^ refracted lustre Ebcd, 

And pour tbeir latest light on Carmel's head. 

Yet ahinea your praise, amid surrounding gloom, 
As the lone lamp that trembles in the tomb : 
For few the souls that spurn a tyrant's chain. 
And small the bounds of freedom's scanty reign. 
As the poor outcast on the cheerlesa wild, 
Arabia's parent, claBp'd her fainting child, 
And wander'd near the roof, no moro her home, 
Forbid to linger, yet afraid to roam ; 
My sorrowing fancy quits the happier height. 
And southward throws her half-averted sight. 
For sad Che scenes Judsca's plains disclose, 
A dreary waste of undistinguiah'd woes : 
See war untired his crimson pinions spread. 
And foul revenge that tramples on the dead. 
Lo, where from far the guarded fountains shine. 
Thy tents, Ncbaioth, rise, and Kedar, tbinc ! 
'Tis yours the boast to mark the stranger's way. 
And spur your headlong chargers on the prey. 
Or rouse your nightly numbers from afar, 
And on the hamlet pour the waste of war ; 
Nor spare the hoary head, nor bid your eye 
Revere the sacred smile of infancy. 
Such now the clans, whose fiery coursers feed 
Where waves on Kishon's bank the whispering reed; 
And theirs the soil, where, curling to the skic9, 
Smokes on Samaria's mount her scanty sacrifice ; 
While Israel's sons, by scorpion curses driven, 
Outcasts of earth, and reprobate of heaven. 
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Through the wide world in friendless exile stray, 
Remorse and shame sole comrades of their way, 
With dumb despair their country's wrongs behold. 
And, dead to glory, only burn for gold. 

Thou, their guide, their Father, and their Lord, 
Loved for Thy mercies, for Thy power adored I 
If at Thy njime the waves forgot their force. 
And refluent Jordan sought his trembling source ; 
If at Thy naujc like sheep the mountains fled. 
And haughty Sirion bow'd his marble head ; — 
To Israel's woes a pitying ear incline. 
And raise from earth Thy long-neglected vine ! 
Her rifled fruits behold the heathen bear. 
And wild-wood boars her mangled clusters tear. 
Was it for this she stretched her peopled reign 
From far Euphrates to the western main ? 
For this o'er many a hill her boughs she threw. 
And her wide arms like goodly cedars grew ? 
For this, proud Edom slept beneath her shade. 
And o'er th' Arabian deep her branches play'd ? 

Oh, feeble boast of transitory power ! 
Vain, fruitless trust of Judah's happier hour ! 
Not such their hope, when through the parted main 
The cloudy wonder led the warrior train : 
Not such their hope, when through the fields of night 
The torch of heaven diffused its friendly light : 
Not, when fierce conquest urged the onward war, 
And hurl'd stern Canaan from his iron car : 
Nor, when five monarchs led to Gibeon's fight, 
In rude array, the harness'd Amorite : 



Yes — in that hour, by mortal accents stay'd, 
The lingering sun his fiery wheels delay'd ; 
The moon, obedient, trembled at the sound, 
Curb'd her pale car, and check'd ber mazy round ! 

I-et Sinai tell — for she behold His might, 
And God's own darkness veil'd her mystic height: 
(He, cherob-bome, upon the whirlwind rode, 
And the red mountain like a furnace glow'd ;) 
Let Sinai tell — but who shall dare recite 
Hia praise, His power, eternal, infinite ? — 
Awe-struck I cease ; nor bid my strains aspire. 
Or serve His altar with unhallow'd fire. 

Such were the cares that wateh'd o'er Israel's fate, 
And such the glories of their infant state, 
— Triumphant race ! and did your power decay ? 
Fail'd the bright promise of your early day? 
No : — by that sword, which, red with heathen gore, 
A giant spoil, the stripling champion bore ; 
By him, tho chief to farthest India known, 
The mighty master of the ivory throne : 
In Heaven's own strength, high towering o'er her foes, 
Victorious Salem's lion banner rose ; 
Before her footstool prostrate nations lay, 
And vassal tyrants crouch'd beneath her sway. 

And he, tho kingly sage, whose restless mind 
Through nature's mazes wander'd unconfined ; 
Who every bird, and beast, and insect knew. 
And spake of every plant that quaffs the dew ; 
To him were known — so Hagar's offspring tell — 
The powerful sigil and the starry spell, 
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The midnight call, hell's shadowy legions dread, 

And sounds that burst the slumbers of the dead. 

Hence all his might ; for who could these oppose ? 

And Tadmor thus, and Syrian Balbec rose. 

Yet e'en the works of toiling Genii fall, 

And vain was Estakhar's enchanted wall. 

In frantic converse with the mournful wind, 

There oft the houseless Santon rests reclined ; 

Strange shapes he views, and drinks with wondering ears 

The voices of the dead, and songs of other years. 

Such, the faint echo of departed praise. 
Still sound Arabia's legendary lays ; 
And thus their fabling bards delight to tell 
How lovely were thy tents, Israel ! 

For thee his ivory load Behemoth bore. 
And far Sofala teem'd with golden ore ; 
Thine all the arts that wait on wealth's increase. 
Or bask and wanton in the beam of peace. 
AVhen Tyber slept beneath the cypress gloom. 
And silence held the lonely woods of Rome ; 
Or e'er to Greece the builder's skill was known. 
Or the light chisel brush'd the Parian stone ; 
Yet here fair Science nursed her infant fire. 
Fann'd by the artist aid of friendly Tyre. 
Then tower'd the palace, then in awful state 
The Temple rear'd its everlasting gate : 
No workman steel, no ponderous axes rung ! 
Like some tall palm the noiseless fabric sprung. 
Majestic silence ! — then the harp awoke. 
The cymbal clang'd, the deep-voiced trumpet spoke ; 



And Salem spread her suppliant arms abroad, 

View'd the descending flame, and bless'd the present God. 

Nor shrunk she then, when, raging deep and loud, 
Beat o'er her soul the billows of the proud. 
E'en thej who, dragg'd to Shinar's fiery sand, 
Till'd with reluctant strength the stranger's land ; 
Who sadly told the slow- revolving years, 
And steep'd the captive's bitter bread with tears : — 
Yet oft their hearts with kindling hopes would burn, 
Their destined triumphs, and their glad return, 
And their sad lyres, which, silent and unstrung. 
In mournful ranks on Babel's willows hung. 
Would oft awake to chant their future fame. 
And from the skies their lingering Saviour claim. 
His promised aid could every fear control ; [soul ! 

This nerved the warrior's arm, this stecl'd the martyr's 
— Nor vain their hope : bright beaming through the sky, 
Burst in full bhize the Day-spring from on high; 
Earth's utmost isles exulted at the siglit. 
And crowding nations drank the orient light. 
Lo, star-led chiefs Assyrian odours bring. 
And bending Magi seek their infant King! 
Mark'd ye, where, hovering o'er his radiant head. 
The dove's white wings celestial glory shed? 
Daughter of Sion ! virgin queen ! rejoice ! 
Clap the glad hand and lift th' exulting voice 1 
lie comes, — but not in regal splendour drest. 
The haughty diadem, the Tyrtan vest ; 
Not arm'd in flame, all-glorious from afar. 
Of hosts the chieftain, and the lord of war : 
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Messiah comes ! — let furious discord cease ; 
Be peace on earth before the Prince of Peace ! 
Disease and anguish feel Ilis blest control, 
And howling fiends release the tortured soul ; 
The beams of gladness hell's dark caves illume, 
And Mercy broods above the distant gloom. 

Thou palsied earth, with noonday night o'erspread ! 
Thou sickening sun, so dark, so deep, so red ! 
Ye hovering ghosts, that throng the starless air 
Why shakes the earth ? why fades the light ? declare ! 
Are those His limbs, with ruthless scourges torn ? 
His brows, all bleeding with the twisted thorn ? 
His the pale form, the meek, forgiving eye 
Raised from the cross in patient agony ? 
— Be dark, thou sun, — thou noonday night, arise. 
And hide, oh hide, the dreadful sacrifice ! 

Ye faithful few, by bold afi*ection led. 
Who round the Saviour's cross your sorrows shed. 
Not for His sake your tearful vigils keep ; — 
Weep for your country, for your children weep ! 
— Vengeance ! thy fiery wing their race pursued ; 
Thy thirsty poniard tlush'd with infant blood. 
Roused at thy call, and panting still for game. 
The bird of war, the Latian eagle came. 
Then Judah raged, by rufiian Discord led. 
Drunk with the steamy carnage of the dead : 
He saw his sons by dubious slaughter fall. 
And war without, and death within the wall. 
Wide-wasting plague, gaunt famine, mad despair. 
And dire debate, and clamorous strife was there ; 
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Lore, strong as death, retain'd his might no more 
And the pale parent drank her children's gore. 
Yet they, who wont to roam the ensaDguincd plui 
And spurn with fell delight their kindred slain ; 
E'en they, when, high above the dusty fight, 
Their burning Temple rose in lurid light, 
To their loved altars paid a. parting groan. 
And in their country's woes forgot their own. 

As 'mid the cedar courts, and gates of gold, 
The trampled ranks in miry carnage roU'd, 
To save their Temple every hand essay'd, 
And with cold fingers grasp'd the fee'hic blade : 
Through their torn veins reviving fury ran, 
And life's last anger warm'd tlie dying man ! 

But heavier far the fetter'd captives' doom I 
To glut with sighs the iron ear of Rome : 
To swell, slow-pacing by the car's tall side, 
The stoic tyrant's philosophic pride; 
To flesh the lion's ravenous jaws, or feel 
The sportive fury of the fencer's steel ; 
Or pant, deep plunged beneath the sultry mine, 
For the light gales of balmy Palestine. 

Ah ! fruitful now no more, — an empty coast, 
She mourn'd her sons enslaved, her glories lost : 
In her wide streets the lonely raven bred, 
There bark'd the wolf, and dire hyienas fed. 
Tet*midst her towory fanes, in ruin laid. 
The pilgrim saint his murmuring vespers paid; 
'Twas his to climb the tufted rocks, and rove 
The chequer'd twilight of the olive grove; 
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'Twas his to bend beneath the sacred gloom, 
And wear with many a kiss Messiah's tomb : 
While forms celestial fillM his tranced eye, 
The daylight dreams of pensive piety. 
O'er his still breast a tearful fervour stole, 
And softer sorrows charni'd the mourner's soul. 

Oh, lives there one, who mocks his artless zeal — 
Too proud to worship, and too wise to feel ? 
Be his the soul with wintry reason blest, 
The dull, lethargic sovereign of the breast ! 
Be his the life that creeps in dead repose, 
No joy that sparlvles, and no tear that flows ! 

Far other they who rearM yon pompous shrine. 
And bade the rock with Parian marble shine. 
Then hallow'd peace renew'd her wealthy reign. 
Then altars smoked, and Sion smiled again. 
There sculptured gold and costly gems were seen. 
And all the bounties of the British queen ; 
There barbarous kings their sandall'd nations led, 
And steel-clad champions bow'd the crested head. 
There, when her fiery race the desert pourM, 
And pale Byzantium fear'd Medina's sword. 
When coward Asia shook in trembling woe. 
And bent appall' d before the Bactrian bow ; 
From the moist regions of the western star 
The wandering liermit waked the storm of war. 
Their limbs all iron, and thoir souls all flame, 
A countless host, the red-cross warriors came; 
E*en hoary priests the sacred combat wage. 
And clothe in steel the palsied arm of age ; 
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While beardless youths and tender maids assume 
The weighty morion and the glancing plume. 
In sportive pride the warrior damsels wield 
The ponderous falchion, and the sun-like shield, 
And start to see their armour's iron gleam 
Dance with blue lustre in Tabaria'a stream. 

The blood-red banner floating o'er their van, 
All madly blithe the mingled myriads ran : 
Impatient Death beheld his destined food, 
And hovering vultures snufT'd the scent of blood. 

Kot such the numbers, nor the host so dread, 
By northern Brenn or Scythian Timur led ; 
Nor such the heart-inspiring zeal that bore 
United Greece to Phrygla's reedy shore! 
There Gaul's proud knights with boastful mien advance, 
Form the long line, and shake the cornel lance; 
Here, liiik'd with Thrace, in close battalions stand 
Ausoniii's sons, a soft inglorious band ; 
There the stern Norman joins the Austrian train. 
And the dark tribes of late-reviving Spain ; 
Here in black files, advancing firm and slow, 
Victorious Albion twangs the deadly bow: — 
Albion, — still prompt the captive's wrong to aid. 
And wield in Freedom's cause the freeman's generous blade ! 

Ye sainted spirits of the warrior dead. 
Whose giant force Britannia's armies led! 
Whoso bickering falchions, foremost in the fight, 
Still pour'd confusion on the Soldan's miglit; 
Lords of the biting a.xc and beamy spear. 
Wide-conquering Edward, Hon Richard, hear! 
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At Albion's call your crested pride resume, 
And burst the marble slumbers of the tomb ! 
Your sons behold, in arm, in heart the same, 
Still press the footsteps of parental fame, 
• To Salem still their generous aid supply, 
And pluck the palm of Syrian chivalry ! 

When he, from towery Malta's yielding isle. 
And the green waters of reluctant Nile, 
Th' apostate chief, — from Misraim's subject shore 
To Acre's walls his trophied banners bore ; 
When the pale desert mark'd his proud array, 
And desolation hoped an ampler sway ; 
What hero then triumphant Gaul dismay'd ? 
What arm repell'd the victor Renegade ? 
Britannia's champion ! — bathed in hostile blood, 
High on the breach the dauntless Seaman stood : 
Admiring Asia saw th' unequal fight, 
E'en the pale Crescent bless'd the Christian's might, 
Oh day of death ! Oh thirst, beyond control, 
Of crimson conquest in th' Invader's soul ! 
The slain, yet warm, by social footsteps trod, 
O'er the red moat supplied a panting road ; 
O'er the red moat our conquering thunders flew 
And loftier still the grisly rampire grew. 
While proudly glow'd above the rescued tower 
The wavy cross that mark'd Britannia's power. 
Yet still destruction sweeps the lonely plain, 
And heroes lift the generous sword in vain. 
Still o'er her sky the clouds of anger roll. 
And God's revenge hangs heavy on her soul. 
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Yet shall bIio rise ; — but not by war restored, 
Not built in murder, — planted by tho sword : 
Yea! Salem, thou alialt riso: tlij Father's aid 
Shall heal the wound Hit) chastening hand has made ; 
Shall judge the proud oppressor's ruthless sway, 
And burst his brazcu bonds, and cast his cords away. 
Then on your tops shall deathless verdure spring. 
Break forth, ye mountains, and ye valleys, sing ! 
No more your thirsty rocks shall frown forlorn, 
The unbeliever's jest, tlio heathen's scorn, 
The sultry sands shall tenfold harvest yield. 
And a new Eden deck the thorny field. 
E'en now, perchance, wide-waving o'er the land, 
That mighty angel lifts his golden wand, 
Courts the bright vision of descending power, 
Tells every gate, and measures every tower ; 
And chides the tardy seals that yet detain 
Thy Lion, Judah, from his destined reign. 

And who is lie '! the vast, the awful form, 
Girt with the whirlwind, sandal'd with the storm V 
A western cloud around His limbs is spread, 
Ilis crown a rainbow, and a sun Ilis head- 
To highest Heaven lie lifts his kingly hand, 
And treads at once the ocean and the land ; 
And, hark ! His voice amid the thunder's roar. 
His dreadful voice, that time shall be no more ! 

Lo ! cherub hands the golden courts prepare, 
L'l ! thrones arise, and every saint is there ; 
Earth's utmost bounds confess their awful sway, 
Ttic mountains worship, and the isles obey ; 
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Nor BUQ nor moon they need, — nor dsj, nor night ; — 

God is their temple, and the Lamb tLeir light : 

And shall not lerael's sons exniting come, 

Ilail the glad beam, and claim their ancient home ? 

Od David's throne shall David's ofiapring reign, 

And the dry bones be warm with life again. 

Hark ! whito-robed crowds their deep hosannas raise. 

And the hoarse flood repeats the sound of praise ; 

Ten thousand harps attune the mystic song, 

Ten thousand thousand saints the strain prolong ; 

" Worthy the Lamb ! omnipotent to save, 

Who died, who lives, triumphant o'er the grave !" 
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At that dread season when th' indignant North 

Pour'd to vain wars her tardy numbers forth, 

When Frederic bent liis ear to Europe's cry, 

And fann'd too late the flame of liberty ; 

By feverish hope opprcss'd, and anxious thought, 

In Dresden's grove the dewy cool I sought. 

Througli tangled bouglis the broken moonshine playM, 

And Elbe slept soft beneath bis hinlcn shade ; — 

Yet slept not all ; — I beard the ceiiseless jar, 

Tlio rattling waj^ons, and the wheels of war ; 

The sounding laah, the march's mingled hum. 

And, lust and he:ird hy fits, the languid drum ; 

O'er the near bridge the thundering hoofs that trodo, 

And the far-distant fife that thrill'd along tho road. 

Yes, sweet it seems across some watery dell 

To catch the music of tho pealing bell; 

And sweet to list, aa on the beach we stray, 

The ship-boy's carol in the wealthy hay : — 

But sweet no less, when justice points the spear, 

or martial wrath the glorious din to hear, 

To catch the war-note on the (luivcring gale, 

And bid tho Llood-rcd pslliB of comiiiest hail. 

(61) 
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Oh ! song of hope, too long delusive strain I 
And hear we now thy flattering voice again ? 
But late, alas ! I left thee cold and still, 
Stunn'd by the wrath of Heaven, on Pratzen's hill. 
Oh! on that hill may no kind month renew 
The fertile rain, the sparkling summer dew ! 
Accursed of God, may those bleak summits tell 
The field of anger where the mighty fell. 
There youthful faith and high-born courage rest, 
And, red with slaughter, freedom's humbled crest. 
There Europe, soil'd with blood her tresses gray. 
And ancient honour's shield, — all vilely thrown away. 

Thus mused my soul, as in succession drear 
Rose each grim shape of wrath and doubt and fear ; 
Defeat and shame in grisly vision past, 
And vengeance, bought with blood, and glorious death the 
Then as my gaze their waving eagles met, [last. 

And through the night each sparkling bayonet. 
Still memory told how Austria's evil hour 
Had felt on Praga's field a Frederic's power. 
And Gallia's vaunting train, and Moscow's horde, 
Had flesh'd the maiden steel of Brunswick's swonl. 
Oh! yet I deem'd that fate, by justice led, 
Mij^ht wreathe once more the veteran's silver head : 
That Europe's ancient pride would yet disdain 
The cumbrous sceptre of a single reign ; 
That conscious right would tenfold strength afford. 
And Heaven assist the patriot's holy sword. 
And look in mercy through th* auspicious sky, 
To bless the saviour host of Germany. 



And are tliey dreams, these bodings, sucli as slicd 
Their lonely comfort o'er the hermit's bed ? 
And are they dreams? or can the Eternal Mind 
Care for a sparrow, yet neglect mankind ? 
Why, if the dubious battle own Ilia power, 
And the red sabre, where He bids, devour, 
Why tiien can one the curse of worlds deride, 
And millions weep a tyrant's single pride? 

Thus sadly musing, far my footsteps stray'd, 
Rapt in the visions of the Aonian maid. 
It was not she, whose lonely voice I hear 
Fall in soft whispers on my love-lorn ear ; 
My daily guest, who wont my steps to guide 
Through the green walks of scented even-tide, 
Or strotch'd with me in noonday ease along. 
To list the reaper's chant, or throstle's song : — 
But she of loftier port ; whose grave control 
Rules the fierce workings of the patriot's soul ; 
She, whose high presence, o'er the midnight oil, 
With fame's bright promise cheers the student's toil ; 
That same was she, whose ancient law reBned 
The sober hardihood of Sydney's mind. 
Borne on her wing,. no more I seem'd to rove 
By Dresden's glittering spires and linden grove; 
No more the giant Elbe, all silver bright. 
Spread his broad bosom to the fair moonlight, 
While the still margent of his ample flood 
Bore the dark image of the Saxon wood — 
{Woods happy once, that heard the carols free, 
Of rustic love, and cheerful industry ; 
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Now (lull and joyless lie their alleys green, 

And silence marks the track where France has been.) 

Far other scenes than these my fancy view*d: 

Rocks robed in ice, a mountain solitude ; 

Where on Helvetian hills, in godlike state. 

Alone and awful, Europe's Angel sate : 

Silent and stern he sate ; then, bending low, 

Listened th' ascending plaints of human woe. 

And waving as in grief his towery head, 

" Not yet, not yet, the day of rest,*' he said ; 

" It may not be. Destruction's gory wing 

Soars o'er the banners of the younger king, 

Too rashly brave, who seeks with single sway 

To stem the lava on its destined way. 

Poor glittering warriors, only wont to know 

The bloodless pageant of a martial show ; 

Nurslings of peace, for fiercer fights prepare, 

And dread the step-dame sway of unaccustomed war I 

They fight, they bleed I — Oh ! had that blood been shod 

When Charles and valour Austria's armies led ; 

Had these stood forth the righteous cause to shield, 

When victory waver'd on Moravia's field ; 

Then France had mourn'd her conquests made in vain. 

Her backward-beaten ranks, and countless slain ; — 

Then had the strength of Europe's freedom stood. 

And still the Rhine had roU'd a German flood I 

" Oh ! nursed in many a wile, and practised long 
To spoil the poor, and cringe before the strong ; 
To swell the victor's state, and hovering near. 
Like some base vulture in the battle's rear, 



To watch the carnage of the field, and share 
Each loathsome alms the prouder eagles spare : 
A curse is on thee, Brandenburgh ! the sound 
Of Poland's wailing drags thee to the ground ; 
And, drunk with guilt, thy harlot lips shall know 
The hitter dregs of Austria's cup of woe. 

" Enough of vengeance ! O'er th' ensanguined phiin 
I gazo, and seek their numerous hosts in vain ; 
Gone like the locust hand, when whirlwinds be»r 
Their flimsy legions through the waste of air. 
Enough of vengeance! — By the glorious dead. 
Who bravely fell where youthful Lewis led ; 
By Bl'iichcr'a sword in fiercest danger tried. 
And the true heart that burst when Brunswick died ; 
By her whoso charms the coldest zeal might warm, 
The manliest firmness in the fairest form — 
Save, Europe, save the remnant! — Yet remains 
One glorious path to free the world from chains. 
Why, when yon northern band in Eyiau's wood 
Retreating struck, and track'd their course with blood, 
While one firm rock the floods of rnin stay'd, 
Why, generous Austria, were thy wheels dclay'd? 
And, Albion !" — darker sorrow veit'd Iiis brow — 
" Friend of the friendless — Albion, whore art thou ? 
Child of the Sea, whose wing-like sails arc spread. 
The covering cherub of the ocean's bed ! 
The storm and tempest render peace to tliee, 
And the wihl-roaring waves a stern security. 
But hope not thou in Heaven's own strength to ride, 
Freedom's loved ark, o'er broad oppression's tide ; 
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If virtue leave thee, if thy careless eye 

Glance in contempt on Europe's agony. 

Alas ! where now the bands who wont to pour 

Their strong deliverance on th' Egyptian shore ? 

Wing, wing your course, a prostrate world to save, 

Triumphant squadrons of Trafalgar's wave. 

" And thou, blest star of Europe's darkest hour. 
Whose words were wisdom and whose counsels power, 
Whom Earth applauded through her peopled shores I 
(Alas I whom Earth too early lost deplores : — ) 
Young without follies, without rashness bold. 
And greatly poor amidst a nation's gold ! 
In every veering gale of faction true. 
Untarnished Chatham's genuine child, adieu I 
Unlike our common suns, whose gradual ray 
Expands from twilight to intenscr day. 
Thy blaze broke forth at once in full meridian sway. 
0, proved in danger ! not the fiercest flame 
Of discord's rage thy constant soul could tame : 
Not when, far striding o'er thy palsied land, 
Gigantic treason took his bolder stand ; 
Not when wild zeal, by murderous faction led, 
On Wicklow's hills her grass- green banner spread ; 
Or those stem conquerors of the restless wave 
Defied the native soil they wont to save. 
Undaunted patriot ! in that dreadful hour, 
When pride and genius own a sterner power ; 
When the dimm'd eyeball, and the struggling breath. 
And pain, and terror, mark advancing death ; — 
Still in that breast thy country held her throne. 



Thy toil, thy fear, thy prayer, were hers alone, 
Thy Inst faint effort hers, and licrs tliy parting groan. 

"Yea, from those lips while fainting nations drew 
IIopc ever strong, and courage ever new ; — 
Yet, yet, I deem'd hy that supporting hand 
Propp'd in her fall might Freedom's ruin stand ; 
And purged by fire, and stronger from the storm, 
Degraded justice rear her reverend form. 
Kow, hope, adieu! — adieu the generous care 
To sliicld the weak, and tame the proud in war ! 
The golden chain of realms, when equal awe 
Poised the strong halanee of impartial law; 
When rival states as federate aiatera shone. 
Alike, yet various, and though many, one; 
And, bright and numerous as the spangled sky, 
Beam'd each fair star of Europe's galaxy — 
All, all are gone, ami after-time shall trace 
One boundless rule, one undistinguishM race; 
Twilight of worth, where nought remains to move 
Tlie patriot's ardour, or the subject's love. 

"Behold, e'en now, while every manly lore 
And every muse foraakea my yielding shore ; 
Faint, vapid fruits of slavery's sickly eliine. 
Each tinsel art succeeds, and harlot rhyme ! 
To pild the vase, to hid the purple spread 
In sightly foldings o'er the Grecian bed. 
Their mimic guard where sculptured gryphons keep, 
And Memphian idols watch o'er beauty's sleep ; 
To rouse the slumbering sparks of faint desire 
With the base tinkling of the Tcian lyre ; 
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While youth's enervate glance and gloating njre 
Hang o'er the mazy waltz, or pageant st^ge ; 
Each wayward wish of sickly taste to please, 
The nightly revel and the noon-tide ease — 
These, Europe, are thy toils, thy trophies these ! 

" So, when wide-wasting hail, or whelming rain, 
Have strew'd the bearded hope of golden grain, 
From the wet furrow, struggling to the skies, 
The tall, rank weeds in barren splendour rise ; 
And strong, and towering o*er the mildcw'd car. 
Uncomely flowers and baneful herbs appear ; 
The swain's rich toils to useless poppies yield. 
And Famine stalks along the purple field. 

" And thou, the poet's theme, the patriot's prayer ! — 
Where, France, thy hopes, thy gilded promise, where V 
When o'er Montpelier's vines, and Jura's snows, 
All goodly bright, young freedom's planet rose V 
What boots it now (to our destruction brave), 
How strong thine arm in war ? a valiant slave I 
What boots it now that wide thine eagles sail, 
Fann'd by the flattering breath of conquest's gule ? 
What, that, high-piled within j'on ample dome, 
The blood-bought treasures rest of Greece and Rome ? 
Scourge of the Highest, bolt in vengeance hurl'd 
By Heaven's dread justice on a shrinking world I 
Go, vanquish'd victor, bend thy proud helm down 
Before thy sullen tyrant's steel v crown. 
For him in Afric's sands, and Poland's snows, 
RearM by thy toil the shadowy laurel grows : 
And rank in German fields the harvest springs 
Of pageant councils and obsequious kings. 



Such purple slaves, of glittering fetters vain, 
Litik'd the wide circuit of the Lutian chain ; 
And slaves like tliese shall every tyrant find, 
To gild oppression, and debase mankind. 

"Oh ! live there yet whoso hardy souls and high, 
Peace bought with shame, and trani[nil bonds defy? 
Who, driven from every shore, and lords in vain 
Of the wide prison, of the lonely main, 
Cling to tJieir country's rights with free-horn zeal, 
More strong from every stroke, and patient of the steel ! 
Guiltless of chains, to them has Heaven consign \1 
Th' intrusted cause of Europe and mankind! 
Or hope wo yet in Sweden's martial snows 
That freedom's weary foot may find repfise ? 
No; — from yon hermit shade, yon cypress dell, 
Where faintly peals the distant matin-bell ; 
Where bigot kings and tyrant prients had slied 
Their sleepy venom o'er his dreadful head ; 
He wakes, th' avenger — hark ! the Irtlls around. 
Untamed Asturia bids her clarion sound ; 
And many an ancient rock, and fleecy plain. 
And many a valiant heart returns the strain: 
Heard hy that shore, whore Calpe's armed steep 
Flings its long sltadow o'er th' Herculean deep, 
And Lusian gludes, whose hoary poplars wave 
In soft, sad murmurs over Iiick' grave. 
They bless the call who dared the first withstand 
The Moslem wasters of their bleeding land, 
When firm in faith, and red with slaughtcr'd foes, 
Thy spcar-cncirelcd crown, Asturia, rose. 
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Nor these alone ; as loud the war-notes swell, 
La Mancha's shepherd quits his cork-built cell : 
Alhama's strength is there, and those who till 
(A hardy race !) Morena's scorched hill ; 
And in rude arms through wide Gallicia's reign, 
The swarthy vintage pours her vigorous train. 

" Saw ye those tribes ? not theirs the plumed boast, 
The sightly trappings of a marshall'd host ; 
No weeping nations curse their deadly skill. 
Expert in danger, and inured to kill : — 
But theirs the kindling eye, the strenuous arm : 
Theirs the dark cheek, with patriot ardour warm, 
Unblanch'd by sluggard ease, or slavish fear, 
And proud and pure the blood that mantles there. 
Theirs from the birth is toil ; — o'er granite steep. 
And heathy wild, to guard the wandering sheep ; 
To urge tlie labouring mule, or bend the spear 
^Gainst the night-prowling wolf, or felon bear ; 
The bull's hoarse rage in dreadful sport to mock, 
And meet with sin^ijle sword his bellowing shock. 
Each martial chant they know, each manly rhyme. 
Rude ancient lays of Spain's heroic time ; 
Of him in Xeres* carnage fearless found, 
(His glittering brows with hostile spear-heads bound ;) 
Of that chaste king whose hardy mountain train 
Overthrew the knightly race of Charlemagne ; 
And chiefcst him who rcar'd his banner tall 
(Illustrious exile !) o'er Valencia's wall ; 
Ungraced by kings, whose Moorish title rose 
The toil-earn *d homage of his wondering foes. 
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" Yes ; every mouldering tower and haunted flood, 
And the wild murmurs of the waving wooil ; 
Each sandy waste, and orange-scented dell, 
And red Buraba's field, and Lugo, tell, 
Iloff their brave fathers fought, how thick the invaders 
fell. 

" Oh ! virtue long forgot, or vainly tried. 
To glut ft bigot's zeal or tyrant's pride ; 
Condemn 'd in distant cliines to bleed and die 
'5Iid the dank poisons of Tlaseala's sky ; 
Or when stern Austria stretoh'd her lawless reign, 
And spent in northern fights the flower of Spain ; 
Or war's hoarse furies yell'd on Y^cll's shore. 
And Alva's ruflian sword was drunk with gore, 
Yet dared not then Tlaseala's chiefs withstand 
The lofty daring of Castalia's band ; 
And weeping France her captive king deplored, 
And cursed the dcatbful point of Ebro's sword. 
Now, nerved with hope, their night of shivery past, 
Each heart beats high in freedom's buxom blast ; 
Lol conijuest calls, and beckoning from afar. 
Uplifts his laurel wreath, and waves tlu'ni on to war. 
— Woe to th' usurper then, who dares defy 
The sturdy wrath of rustic loyalty ! 
Woe to the hireling bands foredoom'd to feel 
IIow strong in labour's horny hand the steel ! 
ItehoM e'en now, beneath yon Biietiu skies 
Another I'avia bids her trophies vise ; 
K'cn now in base disguise and friendly night, 
Tlicir rohber-monarcb speeds his secret flight ; 



72 HEBERS POETICAL WORKS. 

And with new zeal the fiery Lusians rear 
(Roused by their neighbour's worth) the long-neglected 
spear. 

" So when stern winter chills the April showers, 
And iron frost forbids the timelv flowers ; 
Oh, deem not tliou the vigorous herb below 
Is crush'd and dead beneath th' incumbent snow : 
Such tardy suns shall wealthier harvests bring 
Than all the early smiles of flattering spring." 

Sweet as the martial trumpet's silver swell, 
On my charm'd sense the unearthly accents fell : 
Me wonder held, and joy chastised by fear, 
As one who wish'd, yet hardly hoped to hear. 
''Spirit,'' I cried, "dread teacher, yet declare. 
In that good fight, shall Albion's arm be there ? 
Can Albion, brave and wise, and proud, refrain 
To hail a kindred soul, and link her fate with Spain ? 
Too long her sons, estranged from war and toil. 
Have loathed the safety of the sea-girt isle ; 
And chid the waves which pent their fire within, 
As the staird war-horse wooes the battle's din. 
Oh, by this throbbing heart, this patriot glow, 
Which, well I feel, each English breast shall know. 
Say, shall my country, roused from deadly sleep. 
Crowd with her hardy sons yon western steep ? 
And shall once more the star of France grow pale. 
And dim its beams in Koncesvalles* vale ? 
Or shall foul sloth and timid doubt conspire 
To mar our zeal, and waste our manly fire ?" 

Still as I gazed his lowering features spread, 
High rose his form, and darkness veil'd his head ; 



EUROPE. 

Fast from liis eyes the rudtlj lightning broke, 
To Ilcaveii he rcar'd his arm and thus ho spoke : 

" Woe, trebly woo to their slow zeal who bore 
Delusive comfort to Iberia's shore ! 
Who in mill conquest, Viiunting, yet dismay"d. 
Now gave and now withdrew their laggard aid ; 
Who when each bosom glow'd, each heart beat high, 
Chill'd the pure stream of England's energy, 
And lost in courtly forms and Wind delay 
'The loitcr'd hours of glory's ahort-livcd day. 

*'0 peerleas island, generous, bold, and free, 
Lost, ruin'd Albion, Europe mourns for thee I 
Iladst thou but known the hour in nierej given 
To stay tliy doom, and ward the ire of lleuvcn ; 
Bared in the cauae of man thy warrior brciist. 
And crush 'd on yonder liills the aj>proaching pest. 
Then had not murder sack'd thy smiling plain, 
Ami wealth, and wortli, and wisdom, all been vain I 

*'Yet, yet awake! while fear and wonder wait 
On the poised balance, trembling still with fate I 
If aught their worth can plead, in battle tried, 
Who tinged with slaughter Tajo's curdling tide; 
(What time base truce the wheels of war could Stay, 
And the weak victor flung his wreath away ;) — 
Or theirs, wlio, doled in scanty bands afar. 
Waged without hope the disproportiou'd war, 
And clieerly still, and patient of distress, 
Led their forwasted files on numbers numberless ! 

" Yes, through the march of many a weary day, 
As yon dark column toils its seaward way ; 



HEBER'S POETICAL WORKS. 



As bare, and shrinking from the inclement sky, 
The languid soldier bends him down to die ; 
As o'er those helpless limbs, by murder gored, 
The base pursuer waves his weaker sword. 
And, trod to earth, by trampling thousands pressed. 
The horse-hoof glances from that mangled breast ; — 
E'en in that hour his hope to England flies. 
And fame and vengeance fire his closing eyes. 

" Oh ! if such hope can plead, or his, whose bier 
Drew from his conquering host their latest tear ; 
Whose skill, whose matchless valour gilded flight : 
Entomb'd in foreign dust, a hasty soldier's rite ; 
< )h ! rouse thee yet to conquer and to save, 
And wisdom guide the sword which justice gave ! 

" And yet the end is not I from yonder towers 
While one Saguntum mocks the victor's powers : 
While one brave heart defies a servile chain, 
And one true soldier wields a lance for Spain ; 
Trust not, vain tyrant, though thy spoiler band 
In tenfold myriads darken half the land ; 
(Vast as that power, against whose impious lord 
Bethulia's matron shook the nightly sword ;) 
Though ruth and fear thy woundless soul defy. 
And fatal genius fire thy martial eye : 
Yet trust not here o'er yielding realms to roam, 
Or cheaply bear a bloodless laurel home. 

" No ! by His viewless arm whose righteous care 
Defends the orphan's tear, the poor man's prayer ; 
Who, Lord of Nature, o'er this changeful ball 
Decrees the rise of empires, and the fall ; 



Wondrons in all His vays, unseen, unknown, 
Who treads tho wine-preas of the world alone ; 
And robed in darkness, and surrounding fears, 
Speeds on their destined road tho march of years ! 
No ! — shall yon eagle, from the snare set free, 
Stoop to thy wrist, or cower his wing for thee ? 
And shall it tame despair, thy strong control. 
Or quench a nation's still reviving soul ? — 
Go, bid the force of countless bands conspire 
To curb the wandering wind, or grasp the fire ! 
Cast thy vain fetters on the troublous sea ! 
But Spain, tho brave, the virtuous, shall be free." 
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MISCELLANEOrS. 



THE PASSAGE OF THE RED SEA. 



With Uoat o'erlabour'd and the length of way, 
On Etliaii'a beach the bands of Israel lay. 
Twas silence all, the sparkling sands along; 
Save where the locust trill'd her feeble song, 
Or blended soft in drowsy cadence fell 
The wave's low whisper or the eamere bell. — 
"TwQs silence all ! — the flocks for shelter fly 
Where, waving light, the acacia shadows Ho ; 
Or where, from far, the flattering vapours make 
The noon-tide semblance of a misty lake : 
While the mute awain, in careless safety sprea<l, 
With arms enfolded, and dejected head, 
Dreams o'er his wondrous call, his lineage higli, 
And, late reveal'd, bis children's destiny. — 
For, not in vain, in thraldom's darkest hour, 
Had sped from Amram's sons the word of power ; 
Nor fait'd the dreadful wand, whoso god-like sway 
Oould lure the locust from her airy way ; 
IVith reptile war assail their proud abodes. 
And mar the giant pomp of Egypt's Gods. 
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On either wing their fiery coursers check 

The pareh'd and fiinewy eons of Amalek : 

While close behind, inured to feast on blood, 

Deck'd in Beliemoth's spoils, the tall Shangolla strode. 

'Mid blading helms and bucklers rough with gold 

Saw JO how swift the scythed chariots roll'd ? 

Lo, these are they whom, lords of Afric's fates. 

Old Thebes hath pour'd through all her hundred gates 

Mother of armies! — How the emeralds glow'd, 

Where, flush'd with power and vengeance, Pharaoh rode ! 

And afolcd in white, those brazen wheels before, 

Osiris' ark his swarthy wizards bore ; 

And still responsive to the trumpet's cry 

The priestly sistrum murmur'd — Victory! — 

Why swell these shouts that rend the desert's gloom ? 

Whom come ye forth to combat ? — warrioi's, whom ? — 

Those flocks and herds — this faint and weary train — 

Rod from the scourge and recent from the chain ? — 

God of the poor, the poor and friendless save ! 

Giver and Lord qf freedom, help the slave! — 

North, south, and west, the sandy whirlwinds fly, 

The circling horns of Egypt's chivalry. 

On earth's last margin throng the weeping train : 

Their cloudy guide moves on: — "And must we swim the 

main?" 
'Mid the light spray their snorting camels stood. 
Nor bathed a fetlock in the nauseous flood — 
lie comes — their leader cornea! — the man of God 
O'er the wide waters lifts his mighty rod, 
And onward treads — The circling waves retreat. 
In hoarse deep murmurs, from his holy feet ; 
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And the chased surges, inly roaring, show 
The hard wet sand, and coral hills below. 

With limbs that falter, and with hearts that swell, 
Down, down they pass — a steep and slippery dell — 
Around them rise, in pristine chaos hurVd, 
The ancient rocks, the secrets of the world ; 
And flowers that blush beneath the ocean green, 
And caves, the sea-calves' low-roof 'd haunt are seen. 
Down, safely down the narrow pass they tread ; 
The beetling waters storm above their head : 
While far behind retires the sinking day, 
And fades on Edom's hills its latest ray. 

Yet not from Israel fled the friendly light, 
Or dark to them, or cheerless came the night. 
Still in their van, along that dreadful road, 
Blazed broad and fierce the brandish'd torch of God. 
Its meteor glare a tenfold lustre gave 
On the long mirror of the rosy wave : 
While its blest beams a sunlike heat supply. 
Warm every cheek, and dance in every eye — 
To them alone — for Misraim's wizard train 
Invoke for light their monster-gods in vain : 
Clouds heap'd on clouds their struggling sight confine. 
And tenfold darkness broods above their line. 
Yet on they fare by reckless vengeance led, 
And range unconscious through the ocean's bed : 
Till midway now — that strange and fiery form 
ShowM his dread visage lightening through the storm ; 
With withering splendour blasted all their might, 
And brake their chariot-wheels, and marr'd their coursers* 
flight. 
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" Fly, Misraim, fly !" — The ravenous floods thoy see, 
And, fiercer than the floods, the Deity. 
"Fly, Misraiin, fly!" — From Edom's coral strand 
Again the prophet stretch'd liia dreadful wand : — 
With one wild crash the thundering waters sweep, 
And all ia waves — a dark and lonely deep — 
Yet o'er those lonely waves such murmurs past, 
As mortal wailing swell'd the nightly blast : 
And strange and sad the whispering breezes boro 
The groans of Egypt to Arabia's shore. 

Oh ! welcome came the mom, where Israel stood 
In trustless wonder by tb' avenging flood ! 
Oh I welcome came the cheerful morn to show 
The drifted wreck of Zoan's pride below; 
The mangled limbs of men — the broken car — 
A few aad relics of a nation's war : 
Alas, how few ! — Then, soft as Elim's well, 
The precious tears of new-born freedom foil. 
And he, whose harden'd heart alike had borne 
The bouse of bondage and tli' oppressor's seorii. 
The stubborn slave, by hope's new beams subdued, 
In faltering accents sobb'd his gratitude — 
Till kindling into warmer zeal, around 
The virgin timbrel waked its silver sound : 
And in fierce joy, no more by doubt supprest, 
Tlie struggling spirit tbrobb'd in Miriam's breast. 
She, with bare arms, and fixing on the sky 
The dark transparence of her lucid eye, 
Pour'd on the winds of heaven her wild sweet barmonv. 
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"Where now," she sang, "the tall Egyptian spear? 
On's sun-like shield, and Zoan's chariot, where ? 
Above their ranks the whelming waters spread. 
Shout, Israel, for the Lord hath triumphed !'* — 
And every pause between as Miriam sang. 
From tribe to tribe the martial thunder rang, 
And loud and far their stormy chorus spread — 
" Shout, Israel, for the Lord hath triumphed !" 



FRAGMENT OF A POEM 
ox 
THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 



The Sons of God mr the daaghten of men that they were fair. 

G(n, vi. 2. 



There came a spirit down at eventide 

To the city of Enoch, and the terraced height 

Of Jared's palace. On his turret top 

There Jared sate, the king, with lifted face 

And eyes intent on Heaven, whose sober light 

Slept on his ample forehead, and the locks 

Of crisped silver, beautiful in age, 

And (but that pride had dimmed, and lust of war. 

Those reverend features with a darker shade) 

Of saintly seeming, — yet no saintly mood, 

No heavenward musin;^ fix'd that steadfast eve 

God*s enemy, and tyrant of mankind. 

To whom that demon herald, from the wing 
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Alighting, spake ; " Thns saith the prince of air, 

Whose star flames brightest in the van of night, 

Wliom goda and heroes worship, all who sweep 

On sounding iving the arch of nether heaven, 

Or walk in mail the earth, — ' Thy prayers are heard, 

And the rich fragrance of tliy sacrifice 

llath not bcun wufted on the winds in vain. 

Ilavo I not scon thy child, that she is fair ? 

Give me thine Ada, thy beloved one. 

And she shall be my rjuccD ; and from her womb 

Shall giants spring, to rule the seed of Cain, 

And sit on Jared's throne !' " Then Jarcd rose, 

And spread his hands before the Evil power, 

And lifted up his voice and laughd for joy. 

" Say to my Lord, Thus saith the king of men, — 

Thou art my Ood, — thy servant I, my child 

la as thine handmaid I — Nay, abide awhile, 

To taste the banquet of an earthly hall, 

And leave behind thy blessing I" But, in mist. 

And like a vision from a waken'd man. 

The cloudy messenger dissolved away. 

There melting where t!ie moonbeam brightest fell. 

Then Jarcd turn'd, and from the turret top 

Call'd on his daughter — " Haste, my beautiful ! 

Mine Ada, my beloved I bind with flowers 

Thy coal-bhiek hair, and heap the sacred pile 

With freshest odours, and provoke the dance 

Willi harp and gilded organ, for this night 

AVe have found favour in immortal cycf. 

And the great gods have bless'd ns." Thus he spake, 
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Nor spake unheeded ; in the ample hall 

His daughter heard, where, by the cedar fire, 

Amidst her maidens, o'er the ivory loom 

She pass'd the threads of gold. They hush'd the song 

Which, wafted on the fragrant breeze of night. 

Swept o'er the city like the ringdove's call ; 

And forth with all her damsels Ada came. 

As mid the stars the silver mantled moon. 

In stature thus and form pre-eminent, 

Fairest of mortal maids. Her father saw 

That perfect comeliness, and his proud heart 

In purer bliss expanded. Long he gazed. 

Nor wonder deem'd that such should win the love 

Of Genius or of Angel ; such the cheek 

Glossy with purple youth, such the large eye, 

Whose broad black mirror, through its silken fringe, 

Glisten'd with softer brightness, as a star 

That nightly twinkles o'er a mountain well ; 

Such the long locks, whose raven mantle fell 

Athwart her ivory shoulders, and o'erspread 

Down to the heel her raiment's filmy fold. 

She, bending first in meekness, rose to meet 

Her sire's embrace, than him alone less tall, 

Whom, since primeval Cain, the sons of men 

Beheld unrivall'd : then, with rosy smile, 

" What seeks, " she said, " my father ? Why remain 

On thy lone tower, when from the odorous hearth 

The sparkles rise within, and Ada's hand 

Hath deck'd thy banquet ?" But the king replied, — 

'' fairest, happiest, best of mortal maids, 



MISCELLANEOCS. 87 

My prayer is heard, and from jon -western star 
Ita lord Imtli look'd upon tliee : as I sate 
Watching the Heavens, a Heavenly spirit cauie 
From bim whom chiefest of the host of Heaven 
Our fathers honour'd, — whom wd nightly serve 
{Since first Jehovah scoru'd such sacrifice) 
With frankincense and flowers nnd oil and corn, 
Our bloodless ofl't'ring; him whose secret strength 
IlatU girded us to war, and given the world 
To how beneath our sceptre. He bath seen 
My child, that she is fair, and from lier womb 
Sliall giants spring, to rule the seed of Cain, 
And sit on Jiired's throne. What, silent! uay, 
Kneel not to me ; io loud thanksgiving kneel 
To him whose choice — Now by the glorious stars 
Slie weeps, she turns away ! Unhappy child ! 
And lingers yet tby mother's boding lore 
So deeply in thy soul ? Curse on the hour 
Tliat ever Jared bore a bride aivay 
From western Edeu ! Have I train'd tliy youth 
Viitoueh'd by mortal love, by mortal eyes 
Seen and adored far off, and in the shrine 
Of solemn majesty reserved, a fiower 
Of guarded paradise, whom men should praise, 
' lint angels only gather ? Have I toil'd 
To swell tby greatness, till our brazen chain 
Fr<»iu furthest Ararat to ocean's stream 
Hath bound the nations? And wliou all my vows 
At length are crown'd, and heaven with earth couspirea 
To yield thee worship, dost thou tlien rebel, 
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And hate thy happiness ? Bethink thee, maid, 

Ere yet thine answer, not to be recalled, 

Hath passed those ivory gates — bethink thee well. 

Who shall recount the blessings which our gods 

Have richly lavished on the seed of Cain ? 

And who, if stung by thine ingratitude. 

Can meet their vengeance ?*' Then the maiden rose, 

And folding on her breast her ivory arms, 

*' Father,** she said, " thou deem*st thy warrior gods 

Are mighty. — One above is mightier : 

Name Him, they tremble. Kind thou calFst them ; 

Lavish of blessings. Is that blessedness 

To sin with them ? to hold a hideous rule, 

WaterM with widows* tears and blood of men, 

0*er those who curse our name ? Thy bands went forth 

And brought back captives from the palmy side 

Of far Euphrates. One thou gavest me, 

A woman for mine handmaid : I have heard 

Her mournful songs as, in the strangers* land, 

She wept and plied the loom. I question'd her : 

Oh, what a tale she told ! And are they good, — 

To God whose work these are I They are not good, — 

And, if not good, not gods. But there is One, 

I know, I feel, a good, a Holy One, 

The God who fills my heart, when, with glad tears, 

I think upon my mother ; when I strive 

To be like her, like her to soothe thy cares 

With perfect tenderness. father, king, 

Most honour*d, most beloved, than Him alone 

Who gives us all less worshipped I at thy feet 



MISCELLAKE0U3. 89 

I lowly cast me down ; I clasp thy knees, 

And in her name who most of womankind 

Thy soul hath bleas'd, by whose bed of death 

In short-lived penitence thy sorrow vow'd 

To serve her God alone, — forgive me now 

If I resemble her !" But in fierce wrath 

The king replied, — "And know'st thou not, weak girl, 

Thy God hath cast na off? hath scorn'd of old 

Our father's offering, driven us from His face 

And mark'd us for destruction? Can thy prayer 

Pierce through the curse of Cain — thy duty please 

That terrible One, whose angels are not free 

From sin before Hira ?" Then the maiden spake : 

" Alas ! I know mine own unworthincss, 

Our hapless race I know. Yet God is good ; 

Yet is He merciful ; the sire of Cain 

Forgiveness found, and Cain himself, though steep'd 

In brother's blood, had found it, if Ins pride 

Had not disdain'd the needful sacrifice, 

And turn'd to other masters. One shitll be, 

In after times, my mother wont to tell. 

Whose blood shall help the guilty. When my soul 

la sick to death, this comfort lingers here. 

This hope survives within mc ; for His sake. 

Whose name I know not, God will hear my prayer, 

And though He slay me, I will trust in Him." 

Here Ada ceased, for from her father's eye 

The fire flash'd fast, and on his curling lip 

The white foam trembled, "Gone," he cried, "allgone! 

My heart's desire, the labour of my youth, 
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Mine age's solace gone ! Degenerate child, 

Enemy of our gods, chief enemy 

To thine own glory ! What forbids my foot 

To spurn thy life out, or this dreadful hand 

To cast thee from the tower a sacrifice 

To those whom thou hast scorn'd? Accursed be thou 

Of Ilim thou seek'st in vain ! accursed lie. 

Whose hated worship hath enticed thy feet 

From the bright altars of the host of Heaven ! 

I curse Him — mark me well — I curse Ilim, Ada ! 

And, lo ! He smiteth not I" But Ada bowM 

Iler head to earth, and hid her face, and wept 

In agony of prayer. "Yea," cried the king, 

" Yea, let Him smite me now, for what hath life 

Left worth the keeping ? Yet, I thank the stars. 

Vengeance may yet be mine ! Look up and hear 

Thy monarch, not thy father ! Till this hour 

I have spared thy mothcr*s people ; they have pray'd 

And hymn'd, and have blasphemed the prince of air ; 

And, as thou saidest, they have cursed my reign ; 

And I have spared them ! But no longer — no ! 

Thyself hast lit the fire, nor Lucifer 

Shall longer tax my sword for tardy zeal. 

And thou shalt live to see it !" From his path 

He spurn'd his prostrate child, and groaning, wrapt 

The mantle round his face, and pass'd away 

Unheard of her whom, stretched in seeming death. 

Her maidens tended. Oh, that, in this hour. 

Her soul had fled indeed, nor waked again 

To keener suffering ! Yet shall man refuse 
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The bitter cup whose dregs are hlessedness ? 

Or shall we hate the friendlj hand which guides 

The nobler triumph through severer woe ? 

Tims Ada murmur' d, thus within her spake 

(In answer to such impious murmurings) 

A spirit not her own. Stretch'd on her couch, 

She silent lay. The maidens had retired 

Observant of her rest. Her nnrae alone, 

Shaking and muttering with a parent's fear, 

Knelt by her side, and watch'd her painful breath, 

And the wild horror of her fixed eye, 

And long'd to hear her voice. " Peninnah ! thou ! 

My mother, is it thou ?" the princess cried ; 

And that old woman kiss'd her feet and wept 

In rapturous fondness. " Oh my child ! my child ! 

Tlie blessing of thy mother's mighty God 

Rest on thine innocent head, and 'quite thy love 

For those kind accents. All, my lovely one. 

All may be well. Thy father doats on thee ; 

And, when his wrath is spent, his love, be sure. 

Will grant thee all thy will. Oh lamps of Ileaven I 

Can ye heboid her thus nor pity lier! 

Is this your love, ye gods !" — " Name not the gods," 

The princess cried, " the wretched gods of Cain ; 

My mother's God be mine ; they are no goda 

Whose fleshly fancy dotes on mortal clay, 

Whose love is ruin ! Thinkcst thou this night 

I have first withstood their tempting ? first have proved 

Their utter weakness?" — "Have the angels, then, 

Visited thee of old ?" the nurse inquired, 
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*'0r hath thy father told thee of their love 

And thou ha3t kept it from me T* As she spake 

A bright and bitter glance of lofty scorn 

Shot from the virgin's eyes. A mantling blush 

Of hallow'd courage darkened on her cheek ; 

She waved her arm as one whose kin«;lv state 

Repels intrusion from his privacy, 

And answer M, with a calm but painful smile : 

** They are beside us now ! Nay, quake not thus, 

I fear them not ; yet they are terrible — 

I3ut they are past, resist them and they floe. 

And all is peace again : yet have I groan'd 

Beneath such visitation, till my faith 

In Him I serve hath almost pass'd away." 

"With that she rose, and, wrapt in silent thought, 

Gazed through the portal long, — then paced awhile 

The marble pavement, now from side to side 

Tossing her restless arms, now clasping close 

Her hands in supplication, lifting now 

Iler eloquent eyes to Heaven, — then sought again 

Her lowly couch, and, by the nurse's side, 

Resumed the wondrous tale. " Oh friend,*' she cried, 

"And onlv mother now, yon silver moon 

Has twenty times renew'd her course in Heaven, 

Since, as my bosom o'er its girlish zone 

With painful tightness rose, I bade thee change 

Th* imprisoning cincture. Canst thou yet recall 

Thy playful words of praise, — thy prophecies 

( >f one to loose ere long that golden clasp, 

A royal bridegroom ? Strange to me, thy words 
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Sunk in my bouI, and busy fancy strove 

To picture forth that unknoirn visitant, 

His form and bearing. Musing thus, and lost 

In troubled contemplation, o'er my soul 

A heavy slumber fell : I sank not down ; 

I saw, I heard, I moved ; the spell was laid 

Within me, and from forth my secret heart 

A stranger's accents came : ' Oh ! blessed maid ! 

Most beautiful, most honour'd! not for tliee 

Ue mortal marriage, nor the feeble love 

Of those whose beauty is a mortal dream, 

Whose age a shadow. What is man, whose day, 

In the poor circuit of a thousand years, 

Reverts ng;iin to dust? Thee, maiden! theo 

The gods have seen: the never-dying stars 

Gaze on thy loveliness, and thou shalt reign 

A new Astartc. Bind thy flowing hair, 

Brace on thy sandals, seek the myrtle grove 

West of the city, and the cavern well, 

Whose clear black waters from their silent spring 

Klpplc with ceaseless stir: thy lover there 

Waits thee in secret, and thy soul shall learn 

The raptures of a god ! But cast away 

That peevish bauble which tiiy niolher gave, 

Her hated latiaman.' Tiiat word recall'd 

My straggling senses, and her dying prayer 

Pass'd through my soul like fire; the tempter fell 

Abash'd before it, and a living voice 

Of most true consolation o'er me came, 

' Nor love nor fear them, Ada ; love not them 
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Who hate thy mother's memory ; fear not them 

Who fear thy mother's God ; for this she gave, 

Prophetic of this hour, that graven gokl, 

Which bears the title of the Eternal One, 

And binds thee to His service : guard it well, 

And guard the faith it teaches ; safer so 

Than girt around by brazen walls, and gates 

Of seven-fold cedar/ Since that hour, my heart 

Hath kept its covenant, nor shrunk beneath 

The spirits of evil ; yet, not so repelFd, 

They watch me in my walks, spy out my ways. 

And still with nightly whispers vex my soul. 

To seek the myrtle thicket. Bolder now. 

They speak of duty — of a father's will. 

Now first unkind — a father's kingly power, 

Tremendous when opposed. My God, they say. 

Bids me revere my parent : will He guard 

A rebel daughter ? Wiser to comply. 

Ere force compels me to my happiness. 

And to my lover yield that sacrifice 

Which else my foe may seize. Oh God ! great God ! 

Of whom I am, and whom I serve alone. 

Be Thou my strength in weakness — Thou my guide, 

And save me from this hour !" Thus, as she spake. 

With naked feet and silent, in the cloud 

Of a long mantle wrapt, as one who shuns 

The busy eyes and babbling tongues of men, 

A warrior entered ; o'er his helm 

The casque was drawn * * * 

♦ * ♦ :|c « 4c 
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MORTE D'ARTHUR. 



A FRAGMENT. 



CANTO I. 

It was tbo blofved morn of WhitAuntlde, 
And Carduel echoed to the fe^tire call, 

Ai< liis shrill tiu>k the clear-Toiccd herald plied, 
And shriller trumpet shook the castle wall. 



I. 



Ye whom the world has wrong'd, whom men despise, 
Who sadly wander through this vale of tears, 

And lift in silent dread your wistful eyes 
O'er the bleak wilderness of future years. 
Where from the storm no sheltering bourn appears: 

Whom genius, moody guide, has led astray, 

And pride has mock*d, and want with chilling fears. 

Quench' d of each youthful hope the timid ray : 

Yet envy not the great, yet envy not the gay ! 



II. 



Say, can the silken bed refreshment bring. 
When from the restless spirit sleep retires ? 

Or, the sharp fever of the serpent's sting. 

Pains it less shrewdly for his burnish'd spires ? 
Oh, worthless is the bliss the world admires. 
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And helpless whom the vulgar mightiest deem : 

Tasteless fruition, impotent desires, 
Pomp, pleasure, pride, how valueless ye seem 
■ When the poor soul awakes, and finds its life a dream I 

III. 
And those, if such may ponder o'er my song, 

Whose light heart bounds to pleasure's minstrelsy ; 
. To whom the faery realms of love belong ; 

And the gay motes of young prosperity 

Dance in thy sunshine and obscure thine eye ; 
Suspect of earthly good the gilded snare, 

When sorrow wreathes her brow with revelrv, 
And friendship's hollow smiles thy wreck prepare I 
Alas ! that demon forms should boast a mask so fair ! 

rv'. 

See'st thou yon flutterer in the summer sky, 
Wild as thy glance, and graceful as thy form ? 

Yet, lady, know yon beauteous butterfly 
Is parent of the loathsome canker-worm. 
Whose restless tooth, worse than December's storm, 

Shall mar thy woodbine bower with greedy rage. — 
Fair was her face as thine, her heart as warm. 

Whose antique story marks my simple page; 

Yet luckless youth was hers, and sorrowful old age. 



V. 



*Twas merry in the streets of Carduel, 
When Pentecost renew'd her festive call. 

And the loud trumpet's clang and louder bell 
The moss-grown abbey shook and banner'd wall ; 
And still, from bower to mass, from mass to hall, 
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A sea of heads throughout the city flov'd ; 
And, robed in fur, in purple, and in pall, 
Of knights and dames tho gaudy pageant yodc, 
And conquering Arthur last, and young Ganora rode. 

Still as they pass'd, from many a scaffold high, 

And window- lattice scatter'd roses flew, 
And maidens, leaning from the balcony. 

Bent their white necks the stranger bride to view, 

Wlkom that same morn, or e'er the sparkling dew 
Ilad from his city's herb-strewn pavement fled, 

A village maid, wlio rank nor splendour knew, 
To Mary's aisle the conqueror's hand had led. 
To deck her monarch's throne, to bless her monarch's bed. 

Who then was joyful but the Logrinn king ? 

Not that his hand a five-fold sceptre bore ; 
Not that the Scandian raven's robber wing 

Stoop'd to his dragon banner, and the shore 

Of peopled Gullia, and where ocean hoar 
Girds with his silver ring the island green 

Of saints and heroes ; not that paynim gore 
Clung to his blade, and, first in danger seen. 
In many a forward fight his golden shield had been. 

Nor warrior fame it was, nor kingly state 

That swcU'd his heart, though in tliat thoughtful eye 

And brow that might not even, in mirth, abate 
Its regal care and wonted majesty, 
Unlike to love, a something seem'd to lie ; 
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Yet love's ascendant planet ruled the hour. 

And as he gazed with lover's ecstasy, 
And blended pride upon that beauteous flower, 
Could fame, could empire vie with such a paramour ! 

IX. 

For many a melting eye of deepest blue, 

And many a form of goodliest mould were there, 
And ivory necks and lips of coral hue. 

And many an auburn braid of glossy hair. 

But ill might all those gorgeous dames compare 
With her in flowers and bridal white array'd : 

Was none so stately form nor face' so fair 
As hers, whose eyes, as mournful or afraid, 
Were big with heavy tears, the trembling village maid. 

X. 

Yet whoso list her dark and lucid eye. 

And the pure witness of her cheek to read. 

Might written mark in nature's registry. 
That this fair rustic was not such indeed, 
But high-born offspring of some ancient seed. 

And, sooth, she was the heir of Carmelide, 
And old Ladugan's blood, whose daring deed 

With rebel gore Lancastrian meadows dyed. 

Or e'er that Uther's son his mightier aid supplied. 

XI. 

But when the murderous Ryence' archer band 
With broad destruction swept the Kibble side, 

Ladugan forth from that devoted land 
His daughter sent, a smiling babe, to bide 
Where Derwent's lonely mirror dark and wide 
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Reflects the dappled hearcn and purple steep, 
UnboQOur'd there, unown'd and nndescried. 
Till fate compell'd her from her tended sheep. 
In Arthur's kingly bower to wear a crown and weep. 

Tlicre arc who teach such crystal drops express 

(So near is each extreme of joj or woe) 
Alike, the burst of painful happiness, 

And the still smart of misery's inward throe. 

From man's perturbed soul alike they flow, 
Where bitter doubt and recollected sorrow 

Blend with the cup of bliss, and none can know 
From human grief how short a space to borrow, 
Or how the fairest eve may bring the darkest morrow. 

Siiy, fared it thus with young Ganora's heart ? 

Did hope, did Ilymcn call the rapturous tear i 
Or mourn'd perchance the village maid to part 

From all the humble joys her heart held dear ? 

And, turning from that kingly front severe, 
Boam'd her sad memory o'er each milder grace 

Of him ber earliest love, the forestcrc ? 
All, lost for ever now ! yet sweet to trace 
The silver-studded horn, green garb, and beardless face. 

The chanted anthem's heaven-ascending sound 
Her spirit moved not with its sacred well ; 

And, all in vain, for twenty steeples round 
Crash'd with sonorous din the festive hell ; 
Upon her tranc«^d car in vain it fell ! 
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As little inark'd she, that the monarch's tongue 

Would oft of love in courtly whisper tell ; 
While from the castle brid«;e a minstrel thron*; 
To many a gilded harp attuned the nuptial song. 

XV. 

" Ah see," 'twas thus began the lovely lay, 

" The warrior-god hath laid his armour bv, 
And doft his deadly sword, awhile to play 

In the dark radiance of Dione's eve ; 

Snared in her raven locks behold him lie. 
And on her lap his dreadful head reclined ; 

May every knight such silken fetters try. 
Such mutual bands may every lady bind ! 
How blest the soldier's life if love were always kind I 

XVI. 

*' Oh, Goddess of the soul-entrancing zone. 
Look down and mark a fairer Venus here, 

Caird from her hamlet to an empire's throne, 
As meet of womankind the crown to wear, 
And of a nobler Mars the consort dear I 

Oh, fairest, mildest, best, by heaven design'd 
With soothing smiles his kingly toil to cheer. 

Still may thy dulcet chain the conqueror bind. 

Sure earth itself were heaven if love were always kind I 

XVII. 

So sang they till the gaudy train had past 
The sullen entrance of that ancient tower. 

Which o'er the trembling wave its shadow cast. 
Grim monument of Rome's departed power. 
That same, in Albion's tributary hour. 
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The Latian lords of earth had edified, 

Which all unharm'd in many a martial stour, 
Might endlesB as the steadfast hills abide, 
Or as the eternal stream that crept its base beside. 

And Arthur here bad fix'd his kingly see. 

And bithcr had be borne his destined bride, 
Amid those civil storms secure to be 

That roek'd tlie troublous land on everj side. 

For not the fell balista, bristling wide 
With barbC'd death, or whirling rocks ofar, 

Nor aught by that Trinacritin artist tried, 
To save liis Icagiicr'd town such strength could mar. 
Wow easy then to mock the barbarous Saxon war! 

Austere and stern, a warrior front it wore, 
Tlie long dim entrance to that palace pile. 

And crisped moss, and lichen ever hoar, 

Trail'd their moist tresses in the portal aisle: 
But, past the gate, like some rude veteran's smile 

Kindly, though dark, a milder grace it show'd ; 
And music shook the courts, and all the while 

Fair stripling youths along the steepy road, 

Fresh flowers before their feet and myrtle branches 
strew'd. 

Hy them they pass, and now the giant hall 
Bids to the train its oaken valves unfold, 

From whose high rafter'd roof and archt'd wall, 
Five hundred pennons, prize of war, unroll'd, 
In various silk display 'd and waving gold, 
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The armories of many a conquered knight ; 

And some of Arthur's sword the fortune told, 
Of Gawain some, but most were redde aright, 
"These Lancelot du Lake achieved in open fight.*' 



XXI. 



Here might I sing (what many a bard has sung) 

Each gorgeous usage of that kingly hall ; 
How harp, and voice, and clashing goblet rung, 

Of page and herald, bard and seneschal. 

But antique times were rude and homely all ; 
And ill might Arthur's nuptial banquet vie 

With theirs who nature's kindly fruits forestall. 
And brave the seas for frantic gluttony, 
And every various bane of every clime supply. 

XXII. 

Nor cared the king, a soldier tried and true. 

For such vain pampering of impure delight : 
His toys, his gauds, were all of manlier hue, 

Swift steeds, keen dogs, sharp swords, and armour bright ; 

Yet wanted nought that well became a kni^jht 
Of seemly pomp ; the floor with rushes green, 

And smooth bright board with plenteous viands diglit. 
That scant the load might bear, though well be seen 
With ribs and rafters strong, and ponderous oak between. 

XXIII. 

And shame it were to pass the warrior state 
Of those, the favour'd few, whose table round. 

Fast by their sovereign and his beauteous mate. 
Apart from all the subject train, was crown'd, 
Whose manly locks with laurel wreaths were bound, 
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And ermtne wrapt their limba ; yet on Ibe vail 

Their helms, and epears, and painted shields were fonnd, 
And mails, and gilded greaves, at danger's call, 
Aye prompt for needful use whatever chance might fall. 

And bounded high the monarch's heart of pride, 

Who gazed exulting on that noble crew ; 
And leaning to his silent spouse, he cried, 

" Seest thou, Ganore, thj band of liegemen true ? 

Lo, these are they whose fame the liquid blue 
Of upper air transcends ; iior lives there one 

Of all who gaze on Phcebus' golden hue. 
From earth's cold circle to th" burning zone, 
To whom of Arthur's knights tne toil remains unknown. 

" Yes, mark him well, the chief whose auburn hair 

So crisply curls above his hazel eye. 
And parted leaves the manly forehead bare : 

That same is Gawain, flower of courtesy ; 

Yet few with him in listed field may vie. 
Gahriot the next, in blood the next and might ; 

And Carados, whose lady's loyalty 
The mantle gain'd and horn of silver bright ; 
And stout Sir Kay, stout heart, but not so strong in fight. 

" But he, the best of all and bravest peer 
That drinks this hour the crystal air of day ; 

The most renowned and to me most dear, 
As ill befalls, is joumey'd far away, 
A strange and stem adventure to essay. 
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"Whom Heaven defend, and to his friend's embrace 

Again resistless Lancelot convey I*' 
So spake the king ; and more his words to grace, 
An unsuspected tear stole down his manly face. 

XXVII. 

To whom with fiiltering voice Ganora spake : 
"Oh, happy knights of such a king," she said, 

" And happy king, for whose revered sake 

So valiant knights unsheathe the deadly blade I 
And worthless I, an untaught village maid, 

In Arthur's court to fill the envied throne. 
Who meeter far, in russet weeds array'd. 

Had fed my flock on Skiddaw's summit lone. 

Unknowing of mankind, and by mankind unknown." 

XXVIII. 

The monarch smiled, a proud protecting smile. 
That spoke her lovelier for her lowliness ; 

And, bending from his loftier seat the whilo. 
Hung o'er her heaving form, yet ill could guess 
What terror strove within, what deep distress 

Rose in her painful throat, while struggling there, 
A stronger awe the sob would fain repress ; 

Nor other cause he sought than maiden fear 

To chill the shrinking hand, to call the trickling tear. 



XXIX. 



" Mine own Ganore !'' he said, " my gentle maid 1 
Oh, deem not of thyself unworthily ; 

By charms like thine a king were well repaid, 
Who yielded up for love his royalty. 
And heroes old, and they that rule the sky. 
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Have sought in lowly cot, a3 fables tell, 

A purer love than gems or gold can buy. 
And beauty oftener found in mountain cell, 
Than with the lofty damcB in regal court who dwell. 

" Go, ask the noblest of my knightly power, 

Ask of Sir Lancelot, what secret pain 
So oft hath drawn him forth at twilight hour. 

To woods and wilds, his nbscnt love to plain. 

Whom many a. courtly fair hath sought in vain ? 
Oh, he will tell thee that the greenwood tree 

Rec.ills the hour of happier youth again, 
When blithe he wont to range the forest free, 
With her, his earliest choice, the maid of low degree." 

He ceased ; to whom the maiden nought replied. 

But in the patience of her misery 
Posscsa'd her secret soul, and inly sigh'd. 

" Why ponder thus on what no more may be '' 

Why think on him who never thinks on thee I 
For now seven autumns have with changing hue 

Embrown'd the verdure of our trys ting- tree, 
Since that shrill horn the wonted signal blew. 
Or that swifl foot was heard brushing the twilight dew, 

*' Then rouse thee yet thy silent griefs to bear, 
And rein the troublous thouglits so far that rove : 

Faithless or dead, he little needs thy care ; 
And ill such thoughts a wedded wife behove ; 
Then turn to him who claims thy plighted love ; 
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Nor weeping thus, thine inward shame confess, 

Whom knightly worth nor regal state may move ; 
Xor he whom Albion's sister-islands bless, 
Can tame thy stubborn grief and minion frowardness I ' 

XXXIII. 

So sadly pass'd the festal eve away, 

"While at each courteous word her bosom bled. 
And every glance her heart could ill repay, 

Through the chill conscience like a dagger sped. 

Yet still with secret prayer her soul she fed. 
And burst with holier thoughts each inward snare, 

Which in that withered heart, where hope was dead. 
Yet hopeless passion wove, and darkest there. 
The dreadful whisper crept of comfortless despair. 

XXXIT. 

And softer seem'd her silent grief to flow. 

And sweeter far her unrestrained tear, 
While soft and sweet a tale of tender woe 

lolo wove, the bard, whose harp to hear 

Even the rude warder, leaning on his spear, 
Press'd to the further door ; and squire, and knight. 

And lingering pages on those accents dear. 
Paused round the unserved board ; and ladies bright. 
Breathless, with lips unclosed, drank in the wild delight. 

XXXV. 

A strange and melancholy talc it was, 
'' Of one who, for a tyrant uncle's right. 

Lay bleeding, breathless, on the crimson grass, 
All vainly victor in the unequal fight ; 
And who is she whose hands of lily white, 
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Too beanteoua leech ! his festering hurt would bind '. 

Ab, fly tbee, princess, from the Cornish knight, 
Who, now preserved, a 80rer fate must find. 
By guilt, and late remorse, and hopeless passion pined. 

" Yet pleasant was the dawn of early love, 

And sweet tbe faery bowl of magic power ! 
But following mista the early heat reprove, 

And April frosts abash tbe timid flower. 

Behold bim now at midnight's harmful hour, 
His pale cheek pillow'd on his trembling knees, 

Whose frantic brain rejects the sheltering bower, 
Whoso parchM bosom woooa the autumnal breeze. 
And whose poor broken heart sighs with the sighing trees. 

" Ah, sweet it seem'd when, through the livelong day, 

'Mid tall lerne's forest dark and wide, 
In hunter garb be took his tireless w.ny. 

Love in bis breast and Yseult at his aide! 

Gone are those days ! Oh, Yseult, oft he cried, 
Relentless Yseult, beauteous enemy ! 

May happier fate thy gentle life betide. 
Nor ever mny'st thou waste a tear on me. 
Nor guess the nameless tomb of him who pined for thee I 

" And Lancelot ! (for, Lordings, well ye know 
How Tristan aye to Lancelot was dear) 

Sir Lancelot ! he sung, of all below 

The best, the bravest, and the worthiest peer 
To tbee my helm I leave, and shield and spear, 
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That not from harm their wretched lord might save, 

Yet, noblest friend, my last petition hear, 
By thine own secret love a boon I crave. 
Defend mine Yseult*8 fame when I am laid in grave/' 

XXXIX. 

Here ceased the harp ; but o*er its trembling chord 
In silent grief the minstrel's sorrow fell, 

And silence hush'd the song where all deplored 
The recent woes of knight who loved so well. 
And most had known the heir of Lionelle ; 

And sweet it seem'd for others' woe to weep 
To her whose secret anguish none could tell ; 

Yet nigh such strain could lull her pangs to sleep; 

And now the star of eve beam'd o'er the twilight deep. 

XL. 

When, in that sober light and sadness still, 
Arose a madd'ning hubbub hoarse and rude, 

Like hunters on the brow of dewy hill. 

And panting deer by nearer hounds pursued : 
And a cold shudder thrill'd the multitude, 

As, at the breath of that mysterious horn, 

Each with inquiring gaze his neighbour viewM, 

For never peal on woodland echoes borne. 

So ghastly and so shrill awoke the spangled morn. 

XLI. 

At once the steely bars in twain were rent ; 

At once the oaken valves asunder flew ; 
And warrior breasts, in iron corslets pent. 

Their tighten'd breath with painful effort drew ; 

For louder, louder far the tumult grew, 
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That earth's firm planet quaked at the din. 

And the thick air assumed a browner hue, 
Such as on Nilus' bank hath whilom bin, 
When Amram's mighty son rebuked the tyrant's sin. 

And through the portal arch that opcn'd wide 

(How came she or from whence no thought could tell) 

The wedding-guests with fearful wonder eyed 
A hind of loveliest mould, whose snowy fell 
Was dyed, alas I with dolorous vermeill. 

For down her ruffled flank the current red 
From many a wound issued in fatal well, 

As Btnggoring faint with feeble haste she sped. 

And on Ganora's lap reclined her piteous head. 

With claws of molten brass, and eyes of flame, 
A grisly troop of hell-hounds thronging near, / 

And on her foauiy steed a damsel came, 
A damsel fair to see, whose maiden cheer. 
But ill bcscem'd the ruthless hunting spear; 

Whose golden locks in silken net were twined, 
And pure as heaving snow her bosom dear; 

Yet ceased she not that dreadful horn to wind. 

And strain'd a quivering dart for fatal use design'd. 

Reckless of loathM life, and free from sCuin 
Of deep transgression, could Ganora fear! 

Forlorn herself, she felt for others' pain. 

And cast her sheltering robe around the deer. 
To whom that magic maid with brow severe 
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And glaring eye, " Oh, doom'd to lasting woe, 

Waste not, unhappy queen, thy pity here. 
Nor bid my righteous rage its prey forego. 
Who keener pangs thyself, Ganora, soon shalt know ! 

XLV. 

" Poor withered heart, that hidest from human eye 

The bitter secret of thine inward wound, 
Go, doff the cumbrous garb of royalty, 

And seek betimes the cloister's sacred bound I 

Ah, warn'd in vain ! I hear the clarion sound ; 
Rings to the charger's tread the shadowy glen ; 

For thee, for thee, the guarded list is crown'd ; 
For thee dark treason quits her snaky den ; 
The battle's roar resounds for thee, and groans of mangled 
men ! 

XLVI. 

" Heap high the wood, and bid the flames aspire ! 

Bind her lon^: tresses to th' accursed tree ! 
A queen, a queen, must feed the funeral fire ! 

Ah, hope not thou, though love shall set thee free, 

With that restored love in peace to be. 
And shall my country bend her awful head 

To lick the bitter dust of slavery ? 
Illustrious isle ! is all thy glory fled ? 
How soon thy knightly boast is numbered with the dead I 

XL VII. 

" Yet art thou safe, and Arthur's throne may stand." 
(Down from the lofty saddle, bending low. 

The dart she proffer'd to Ganora's hand ;) 

" Nay, shrink not, maiden, from the needful blow, 
Nor spare, in yonder hind, thy fiercest foe, 
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Whose secret bate from forth her dark recess, 
Besets thy guiltless life with snares of woe. 
Take, take the steel ! thy wrongs and mine redress ! 
Mercy were impious here! — be strong, be merciless!" 

Giddy and faint, unknowing where she was, 

Or if, indeed, were aooth that ghastly view, 
Pale as some wintry lake, whose frozen glass 

Steals from the snow-dad heaven a paler hiie, 

Ganora sate ; but atill to pity true, 
Her milk-white arms around the quarry spread. 

Then raised to Heaven her eyes of mildest blue, 
And to her cheek return'd a dawning red. 
As, with collected soul, she bow'd herself and said : 

*'And I can sutfer! let the storm descend; 

Let on this helpless head the thunder break ; 
Yet, exercised in grief, yet, God to friend, 

I" can endure the worst for mercy's sake ! 

No, wretched suppliant !" (to the hind she spake 
That lick'd her hand, and with largo tearful eye 

Dwelt on her gentle face :) " thy fears forsake ! 
Be thou my friend, I doom thee not to die. 
And thy mute love shall cheer my joyless royalty." 

" Have then thy wish !" the spectre damsel cried, 
And call'd ber dogs, and wheel'd ber courser round. 

And with the javelin smote his quivering side ; 
When, swifter than the rocket's fiery hound, 
Aloft they sprang, huntress, and horse, and hound, 
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And, dimly mixing with the horizon gray, 

Fled like a winged dream, yet traces found 
Of gore and talons told their recent way ; 
And still before the queen that wounded quarry lay. 

LI. 

How fares the knightly court of Carduel ? 

How ftvre the wedding guests and warrior throng, 
Where all conspired the nuptial mirth to swell, 

The dance, the feast, the laugh, the wine, the son-g ? 

Oh, they are silent all ! the nimble tongue 
Of him, whose craft, by motley kirtle known. 

Had graver wits with seeming folly stung ; 
The vaunting soldier and the simpering crone. 
And breathed in beauty's ear the sighs of softest tone. 

Lll. 

As one who, stretched upon a battle-field, 

Looks to the foeman's hand wlio laid him low, 

And, with faint effort, rears his broken shield. 

And dreads, where needeth none, a second blow. — 
Or, likest him who, where the surges' flow 

Bares the bleak surface of some wave-beat steep, 
A shipwrecked man, expects in breathless woe. 

Till the returning wave, with giant sweep, 

Unlock his desperate hold, and wlielm him in the deep. 

LIII. 

So blended fears, the future and the past. 
The past yet seen by terror's glazed eye. 

That, tearless still and wild, those phantoms traced. 
Peopling the twilight's dismal vacancy 
With fancied shapes, and shades of fiendish dye ; 
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The future wildest, darkest, uncxprest, 

Danger untried, unfancied agony, 
In the mute language of dismay confest, 
Tbrill'd in the bristling hair, throbb'd in th' expanded 
breast. 

Sternly the monarch rose, and o'er his brow 

A horrent pang of dark anxiety 
Shot like the stormy shadow, scudding low 

Along the surface of the purple sea, 

A smile succeeded. Not to mine, or me, 
Be that portentous smile of hate and scorn. 

Which each strong furrow, stronger made to be, 
By toil, and care, and ruthless passion worn. 
And recollected guilt of youth's tempestuous morn ! 

" Sister !" ho spake, {half-utter'd, half-represt, 

From his shut teoth the sullen accents stole ;) 
" And deem'st thou, sister, that thine arts unblest 

Can tiime the settled bent of Arthur's soul ? 

No ! let the stars their fiery circles roll ; 
Let dreams of woe disturb the prophet's breast : 

Can these, or those, the warrior's will control ? 
'Tis chance, 'tis error all ! — Oh, trusted best ! 
Be thou mine omen, sword ! I reek not of the rest I" 



The wedded pair are to their chamber gone, 

While minstrel sounds of breath, and beat, and string 
Pour on the dewy breeze their blended tone ; 
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And wreathed maidens, link'd in jocund ring, 
"Hymen" around them, "lo Hymen" sing. 
So, trampling roses in their path, they sped. 
The veil&d bride and the triumphant king, 
A festal glare while hundred torches shed, 
Tinging the cheek of night with all unwonted red. 



CANTO II. 



I. 
Blest is the midnight of the cradled boy, 

Along whose dimply cheek in slumbers niihl 
The warm smile basks of visionary joy I 

And blest is she, who by her sleeping cliild 

Has the lon^; hours in watchful love beguiled : 
And blest the weary man whose wistful eyes 

From his tall frigate scan the ocean wild, 
When the fair beacon paints the ruddy skies. 
And on his tearful heart the thoughts of home arise. 

n. 
And dear to faithful love that lovely hour, 

And dear to him beyond the beam of day. 
Who tracks the footsteps of eternal power, 

Where the broad Heavens their starry map display. 

Guilt, only guilt detests the silent ray 
Of that soul-searching moon, whose lustre sad 

Restores neglected conscience to her swnv. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 115 

And bitter memory of all things bad, 

In croirds forgotten erst, or drown'd in revel mad. 

The harp was silent, and the tapers' light 

Had faded from the walls of Carduel, 
Which late, through man; a window's latticed height, 

On the ^art wave in fitful lustre fell ; 

And far and faintly peal'd the drowsy bell 
That wakes the convent to unwilling prayer ; 

When she, that seeming hind of snowy fell, 
Krect upstarted from her secret lair, 
Erect, in awful grace, a woman goodly fair. 

Dark o'er her neck the glossy curls descending, 

Half Lid and half reveal'd her ivory breast; 
And dark those eyes where pride, with sorrow blending, 

Of hate and ruth a mingled tale confest. 

Her wreath was nightshade, and her sable vest 
All spangled o'er with magic imagery, 

In tighter fold her stately form exprest. 
As when the empress of the silent sky 
Explores her sleeping love on Latmos' summit high. 

Or likest her whose melancholy feet 

In Stygian valleys wander lonelily. 
Singing sad airs, and culling flowers sweet, 

(Yet sweeter flowers in Enna wont to be) 

Daughter of Ceres, sad Pereephone ! 
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Oh, not of hell the adamantine throne 

Nor golden bough from Acherusian tree, 
Can for the balmy breeze of Heaven atone. 
Or match the common light of earth's supernal zone ! 

VI. 

So sad, so beautiful, so sternly bright. 

Skimming the silent air with magic tread, 
And fairer seen beneath the fair moonlight, 

That elfin lady stood by Arthur's bed. 

A tear, in spite of strong disdain, she shed ; 
One little tear, as o*er the sleeping twain 

Her dark eye glanced ; then, with averted head, 
" Ye whom I serve forgive this transient pain ; 
I little thought," she sighM, " that Morgue would weep 
again." 

VII. 

Again she gazed, again a softer dew 

Dimm'd of her lucid eye the fiery ray, 
As sad remembrance waken'd at the view 

Of those who wrapped in dewy slumber lay. 

Nor could the Chian's mimic art display 
A goodlier pair ; yet did Ganora's cheek 

A hectic flush unlike to joy display ; 
And from her half-closed lips, in accent weak, 
Would ever and anon a mournful murmur break. 



VIII. 



"Oh, brother once most dear," the faery said, 
"A little while sleep on, a little while 

On that warm breast pillow thy careless head. 
And bless thy waking eyes with beauty's smile. 
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But danger hovers near, and thorny gaile, 
And jealous love that borders close on hate, 

And angry doubt in impotent turmoil, 
Whose murderous purpose not for proof shall wait, 
With following sorrow join'd and penitence too late I 

" And thou, poor victim of another's crime, 
Hell knows I hate not thee ; thy simple breast 

Sought not to BO sad eminence to climb ! 
Yet can I bear to see Ganora blest, 
Who blesses him my foe ? Oh, dire unrest ! 

Oh, Morgue condemn'd with frustrate hope to groan ! 
I sought to lure her from her cottage nest; 

I sought to plant her on an empire's throne ; 

I sought and I obtain'd ; would it were all undone ! 

" For this, alas, I watch'd those opening charms, 

In the cool covert of her native grove ; 
And with a mother's hope, for Modrcd's arras 

Foredoom'd Ganora's crown-compelling love! 

Now shall that spell-bound life a bulwark prove 
To Arthur's reign ! Ah me, whose feeble power 

In fate's perplexing maze with Merlin strove. 
And with my rival of the watery bower, 
Of that too potent Mage the ellin paramour ! 

" What yet remains? — to blast with mutter'd spell 
The budding promise of their nuptial bed ; 

Of jealous doubt to wake the inward hell. 
And evil hopes of wandering fancy bred !" 
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She spake, and from her dewy chaplet shed 
Pernicious moisture o'er each dewy limb, 

And such strange words of imprecation said, 
That Heaven's own overburning lamp grew dim. 
And shuddering, ceased awhile the saints' triumphal hymn. 



XII. 



But all in vain o'er young Ganora's breast, 
Guarded by prayer, the demon wliisper stole ; 

Sorrow, not sin disturbed that tranquil rest ; 
Yet 'gan her teeth to grind and eyes to roll, 
As troublous visions shook her sleeping soul ; 

And scalding drops of agony bedew'd 

Iler feverish brow more hot than burning coal. 

Whom with malignant smile the faery viewM, 

And through the unopen'd door her nightly track pursued. 

xni. 

Like as that evil dame whose sullen spell, 

To love dire omen, and to love's delight, 
(If all be sooth that ancient rabbins toll,) 

With death and danger haunts the nuptial niglit. 

Since Adam first her airv charms could sli;iht ; 
Her Judah's daurrhters scare with thrilling crv, 

Lilith ! fell Lilithl from her viewless flii^ht. 
What time with flowers their jetty locks they tie, 
And swell the midni^^ht dance with amorous harmonv. 



XIV 



With slope flight winnowing the winds of Heaven, 
So sped king Uther's child, till her dark eye 

Glanced on a stately knight, whose steps uneven 
And folded arms might inward grief imply. 
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Or love's wild sting, or canker'd jealousy. 
Above whose lucid mail and sliouldera strong, 

The furred mantle flow'd of royalty, 
And, coil'd around his crest, a dragon long 
TJpwreath'd its golden spirce the wavy plumes among. 

Alone he paced, from all the band afar 

Wlio kept with equal watch their sovereign's bower. 
Alone with gloomy mien and visage bare, 

Courting the cool breeze of that early hour. 

Of sterner eye than Arthur's, and the flower 
Of youth as yet on his dark features glow'd ; 

Yet seem'd like Arthur's brows his brows to lower ; 
The same of giant height bis stature show'd, 
Ilia raven locks the same, but not with silver strow'd. 

" Modred !" in accent low and bending near, 

" Modred, my son I" the beauteous fiiery said, 
" Ah, wlicreforc, at my voice that glance severe, 

And that dear cheek suifused with angry red ? 

Tes, I deserve thy frown ! thy mother's head, 
Child of my pangs, thy keenest curse shall bear, 

Who with warm hope thy young ambition fed, 
And weaved the secret spell with nightly care. 
Vain hopes, and empty spells to win thy promised fair I 

" And coraest thou yet, mother unfortunate ! 

To mock with dreams of transport and of power 
My gloomy path, whom, with a common hate, 
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Since first thy shame disgraced my natal hour, 
Of Heaven the curses, and of hell devour ! 
What spell-bound virgin may thy charms pursue ? 

What hovering diadems in golden shower 
Shall mock mine oft-defeated hopes anew !" 
He ceased, and o'er his eyes his hollow beaver drew. 

XVII I. 

To whom, deep sighing, Uthcr's daughter spake : 

" Ah, never more may mother hope to find, 
Who weeps and watches for her infant's sake. 

The boy obedient, or the warrior kind ! 

Our toil, our hope is theirs, our heart, our mind ; 
For them we meditate, for them we pray ; 

The soul for them in sinful chain we bind ; 
And for their weal we cast our own away ; 
Yet when did filial love a parent's grief repay ? 

XIX. 

" thou, for whom of mortal things alone. 
Unthankful as thou art, yet ever dear. 

My soul bends downwards from its cloudy zone. 
And on mine elfin cheek a mortal tear 
Warm lingering, tells me of the times that were ! 

Accursed for whose sake, my restless wing 

And more than mother's pangs condemned to bear, 

(Till time and fate mine hour of torment bring,) 

Circles the arch of Heaven in melancholy ring I 

XX. 

" My Son ! by all I feel, by all I dread. 
If either parent's fate thy sorrow move, 
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(A father siain, a mother worse than dead,) 
Grudge not the little payment of tliy love ! 
Nor Bcorn my power ! though spell unfaithful prove, 

Though Merlin's mightier skill my hope have croat, 
Tct not the fiends below, nor saints above, 

Nor elfin tribes in airy tempests tost, 

Can tame my steadfast will. All, Modred, ia not lost 1" 

"Then tell me," cried the youth, "who was my sire. 
And wherefore thou, estranged from mortal clay, 

Bearcst so dark a doom of penal fire, 

A wretched wanderer on the Heavens' high way, 
Once Albion's princess, now an elfin gray ? 

Too long thou tircat with boding saws my breast. 
Mocking thy son with phantoms of dismay. 

Whose ardent soul, by feverish doubt opprcst, 

Burns o'er the unfinish'd tale, and longs to hear the rest." 

The faery grasp'd his mailed hand, and led 

Where the deep waters, rolling silently, 
Beneath the western gate their mirror spread. 

And on the giant walls and arches high 

A lonely horror sate continually. 
No warder, there with beacon flaming bright. 

Needed with weary pace his watch to ply, 
But eold and calm, the sinking stars of night 
Play'd on the rippling wave with ineflcctual light. 

There, where adown the solitary steep, 

With foxglove twined, and mosses silver gray, 
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A trickling runnel secm'd the fate to weep 
Of one whose rustic tomb beside it lay, 
That lovely sorceress bent her mournful way ; 

And gathering strength — " Behold the honours here 
Bestow'd by Arthur on thy parent's clay ! 

Behold ! forgive, my boy, this coward tear ; 

Blood, blood alone shall soothe the ghost who wanders near. 

XXIV. 

" He, when of downy youth the vernal light 

Play'd on thy mother's cheek now wan with care, 
And many a peer of fame and many a knight 

To Britain's princess pour'd the tender prayer, 

He, only he, the valiant and the fair. 
To this weak heart an easy entrance found ; 

An humble squire ; but not an empire's heir 
Could vie with Paladore on listed ground ; 
With every manly grace, and every virtue crown' d. 

XXV. 

" days of bliss, hope chastised by fear, 

When on my lap reclined the careless boy, 
Chid my faint sighs, and kiss'd my falling tear ! 

He knew not, he, what bitter doubts annoy ^ 

Of unpermitted love the trembling joy ; 
He knew not till my brother's thirsty blade 

Flash'd o'er his head, impetuous to destroy. 
I clasp'd the tyrant's knees, I wept, I pray'd ; 
God, on Arthur's soul be all my griefs repaid I 

XXVI. 

" When from a trance of senseless agony 
I woke to keener pangs, by frenzy stung, 



MISCELLAKEOOa. 1 

Keckless of Arthur's late repentant cry, 
Fire in my brain and curses on my tongue, 
From yonder cliff my wretched frame I flung ; 

Alas, th' enchanted wind my wciglit upbore, 
While in mine ears an elvish chorus rung, 

— * Come, kindred spirit, to our cloudy shore ! 

With fays, thyself a fay, come wander evermore !' 

" Since, on the rolling clouds or ocean blue, 

Or 'mid the secrets of our nether sphere, 
The goblin leader of a goblin crew, 

I wander wide ; but ill may mortal ear 

Of faery land the mystic revels hear ! 
Short be my tale ! one earthly thing alone. 

One helpless infant to my heart was dear. 
Bright in whose eyes his either parent shone, 
Rear'd by their pitying foe, my son, my blessed son !" 

She ceased, and round his linked hauberk threw 

Her mother arms, and on his iron breast 
{The rough mail moistening with tender dew) 

A kiss, the seal of bitter love, imprest. 

He, stern and dark, no kindly glow confest. 
With face averted and with frozen eye. 

Where softer passion never dared to rest, 
But cunning secm'd with sullen pride to vie, 
Calm, calculating bate, and damnc^d cruelty. 

*' How I have train'd theo, with what potent charms 
Hy magio care thy tender frame imbned, 
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IIow nursed thy youth for empire and for arras, 
And how, in Dcrwent's mountain solitude, 
I rear'd thy destined bride," the fay pursued, 

" And what strange chance overthrew mine airy skill, 
Alas, thou know*st it all ! yet to delude 

The force we cannot stem is triumph still. 

And from reluctant fate t* extort our good or ill. 

XXX. 

" earth ! how many wonders wonderful 
In thy large lap and parent bosom lie. 

Which whoso knows (few know them all) to cull 
May drag the struggling planets from on high, 
And turn the land to sea, the sea to dry ; 

Yea, not man's will, by God created free, 
Can match their strange mysterious potency. 

Nor love nor hate so firmly fixed be. 

But love must yield and hate to magic's dark decree. 

XXXI. 

" A ring there is of perfect diamond stone. 
Such as no mining slave is train'd to seek. 

Nor Soldan numbers on his orient throne, 
Nor diving Ethiop from his sultry creek 
Has borne so rich a prize ; for who shall speak 

AVhat unseen virtues in its orbit dwell ? 

Press it, the fiends attend in homage meek ; 

Turn it, the bearer walks invisible ; 

Ah, who the hidden force of smallest things may tell ? 



XXXII. 



'• That same to one of regal race I lent, 

Who now perforce must render back the prize, 
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For of hia stars the danger imminent, 

And guiltless blood loud crying to tho skies 
Alarm all hell ; do thou as I desire ; 

This self-same morn depart for Scottish land, 
There Urgan seek, king Pellea's uncle wise, 

And bid him yield to thy deputed hand 

That ring of diamond stone, for such is Morgue's command. 

■' Have ive not heard how shepherd Gyges bare, 

By like deceit from old Candaulc's bed, 
In naked beauty seen, the Lydian fair, 

And kingly circle from his dotard head, 

Thenceforth himself a king?" — "No more!" he said — 
"Mother, no more! or ere the sun's bright round 

Have tinged yon eastern cloud with lively red, 
My fiery stood shall paw the spangled ground, 
And on the Cattraeth's side my clasliing arras resound." 

Like as the hawk from hidden durance free 

Springs from the falc'ner's wrist, the eager knight, 

Ills dark check warm with savage ecstasy. 

Burst from his parent's hold. She with delight 
His warrior mien beheld and giant heiglit, 

Awhile beheld, then, rapt in inist away. 
Back to the bridal turret bent her flighr. 

There closely eouch'd amid the rushes gray, 

power of wicked spells ! — a seeming hind she lay. 

By this the fiery wheeled charioteer 

Had raised above the fringed hills his head, 
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And o'er the skies in molten amber clear 
A flood of life and liquid beauty shed, 
When, sun-like, rising from his fragrant bc<l, 

All glorious in his bliss, the bridegroom king 
Pass'd to the common hall, and with him led, 

Blushing and beauteous as that morn of spring. 

The fair foredoom&d cause of Albion's sorrowing. 

XXXVI. 

The mass was ended, and the silver tone 

Of shawm and trumpet bade the courtier crew 

In martial pastime round their monarch's throne, 
That livelong day their mimic strife pursue. 
As each the thirst of various pleasure drew ; 

Some launch'd the glossy bowl in alleys green, 
Some the stiflF bar with sturdy sinews threw. 

Some, in bright arms and wavy plumage seen. 

Wielded the quivering lance the guarded lists between. 

XXXVII. 

So was there mirth in stately Carduel ; 

Till in the midst a stranger dame was seen. 
Whose snowy veil in graceful wimple fell 

Above the sable garb of velvet sheen ; 

Als in her hand, of metal deadly keen, 
A sheathtd sword and studded belt she bare. 

Golden the hilt, the sheath of silver clean. 
Whose polish'd mirror back reflected fair 
Her cheeks of vermeil tinge, her auburn length of hair. 

XXXVIII. 

Stately she rode along, and keen her eye 

That scann'd with eager glance that warrior crew ; 
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Yet was her blush so meek and maidenly, 
That never village laas in apron blue 
With purer roses caught the passing view. 

Stntoly she rode along, and in her train, 

With floating locks and beards of silver hue. 

Two goodly squires, array'd in mourning grain, 

On either side controU'd her palfrey's silken rein. 

Like as that lovely month to lovers dear, 

Unlocks the green bud on the scented spray. 
And laps in freshest flowers the tender year, 

And tunes the songs of nature, — blessed May ; 

Such was the joy this damsel to survey. 
But that deceitful hind who by the bride, 

Licking her hand, in treacherous fondness lay. 
Arose, and skulking to the farther aide 
In guilty darkness sought her harmful head to hide. 

Alighting from her steed, some little space 
Propt on that antique sword the maiden leant; 

While silence gave her blushing cheek more grace, 
And her warm tears, touchingly eloquent, 
Through warrior hearts a pleasing anguish sent. 

Then, with collected voice she told her grief. 
Of bitter wrong, and treason imminent 

Done to her kindred by a Scottish chief, 

'Gainst whom at Arthur's court she, suppliant, sought relief. 

Her lands he wasted, and with tortaous wrong 
Herself had banish'd from her native right ; 
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A felon warrior, neither bold nor strong, 
But safe and reckless of all human might 
By charms impregnable and magic sleight. 

" For, as some evil thought, he walks unseen 
Scattering around in murderous despight 

From viewless bow his arrows deadly keen, 

That strength and courage fail t' oppose so fatal teen." 

XLII. 

" Alas !'* said Arthur, " and can mortal wight 
With trenchant steel a viewless life invade, 

Or probe with dagger point his pall of night?" 

" Who,** she replied, "can draw this charmed blacle 
W'orn by my sire, on him my doom is laid. 

But now seven years through many a distant land. 
Patient of ill, my weary course has stray'd. 

Nor knight is found so brave whose stainless hand 

Can from its burnish 'd sheath unlock my fatal brand." 

XLIII. 

She ceased, and through the crowded fort there spread 
A deep hoarse murmur, as th* autumnal sound 

In hazel bower, when Sherwood's rustling head 
Shakes in the blast, and o'er the dusty ground, 
And in mid sky the falling leaves abound. 

Beneath her bramble screen the crouching: hare 
Erects her ears, and quaking as astound, 

Shrinks from tlie breath of that inclement air, 

And the fast driving sleet that strips the branches bare. 

XLIV. 

Then sudden from a hundred tongues arose 

Harsh words and high, and hand to hilt was laid, 
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And taunt and tbreat portended deadly blows, 
Each claimJDg for bimsulf that cbarm^d blade, 
And envied guidance of tbe noble maid. 

But Arthur, riaing from hia gilded throne, 

" Back, on your lives, presumptuous subjects !" said, 

" For this adventure I resign to none, 

Not Lancelot himself, of knights the paragon !" 

Awed, yet reluctant, back the crowd withdrew. 

While Arthur from the maid her sword required. 
And poising in his hands with curious view, 

Its antique frame and massy weight admired. 

Then, bending low, with gripplo might, desired 
Forth from its silver sheath the blade to strain, 

Which, following for a space, again retired. 
Mocking with magic sleight bis fruitless pain; 
Seven times the king essay 'd, seven times easay'd in vain. 

As some stout churl by sinewy toil embrown'd, 

Foil'd by a stranger in the wrestler's play, 
Arises mourning, from the plashy ground, 

His batter'd limbs and face deform'd with clay, 

And cursing oft that luckless holiday! 
So Arthur back tho charmed steel restored, 

And turn'd with sullen scowl his eyes away. 
As many a knight of fame, and warlike lord. 
In long succession strove to drag that fatal sword, 

But not Sir Carados thine iron arm, 

Nor Kay's stout heart and vaunted pedigree, 
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Nor Gahriet's youthful grace could break the charm, 
Nor Gawain's force and faith and courage free ; 
Though when he strove, the knight of courtesy, 

The conscious sword awhile his hand obev'd, 
That men a span's length of its edge might see. 

As sunbeam radiant and with gold inlaid ; 

Yet would not all suffice to bear that stubborn blade. 

XLVIII. 

Whereat the damsel made exceeding moan, 

Shedding salt tears ; nor did her sorrow spare 
Her breast more lovely white than marble stone. 

Nor the long radiance of her sunny hair ; 

That not the rudest gloom such sight could bear : 
But a sudden murmur through the palace spread 

" Alas the while that Lancelot were there ! 
Then had not Arthur's court been shamed " — they said, 
"Nor those love-dartin;j eves so bitter fountains shed." 

XLIX. 

A knif'ht there was whose errin<; hardihood 

And fiery soul, that insult ill could bear, 
Had bathed his falchion in Cucullin's blood, 

Who yearly made to Britain's court repair ! 

(Haughty Cucullin, Erin's haughty heir.) 
Condemned for this (such vengeance Arthur vowM) 

To the chill dungeon's damp and stony lair; 
Through the close-grated loop he call'd aloud. 
And what that tumult meant, besought the passing crowd. 

L. 

Which when he heard, so strangely confident. 

With such warm hope he crave<l his chance to try, 
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That tbrougb the court a louder mnrmnr went, 

As pity kiDdlcd into mutiny ; 

And Arthur, yielding to his people's cry, 
" Let him come forth ! — his doom in sooth was hard ; 

A soldier's fault!" he muttcr'd carelessly; 
" And knight so long in listless prison barr'd, 
Has well auch fault atoned — Go bring him hitherward !" 

So was Sir Balin brought before the throne, 

A gaunt and meagre man, of hue forlorn ! 
For forty months of lingering care were gone, 

Since on his flinty couch the smile of morn 

Had rested, or on dewy pinions borne, 
The fragrant summer blest his solitude. 

Ills limbs were with the linked iron worn. 
And his long raven hair in treaaea rude 
Ilung o'er his hollow cheeks with prison damps imbued. 

Around him wildly gazing, (for his sight 

Shrank from th' unwonted beam of perfect doy. 

And those embattled guards whose armour bright 
Flaah'J in the sunshine like the torch's ray,) 
He to the stranger damsel bent his way. 

And, " Lady, scorn me not ! the time has been 
Or ere this bondage," he began to say, 

" That gayer robes, and knights of statelier mien. 

Have felt mine arm as strong, my lance as deadly keen." 

" I pray thee give the sword !" — the sword she gave ; 
"Long, very long it seems," the captive cried, 
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" Since these poor hands have felt a battle glaive I" 
Yet as the pommers wicldy grasp he tried, 
Dawn'd on his hollow cheek a martial pride, 

And the dark smile of warrior ecstasy 

Across his care-worn visage seem'd to glide ; 

And flashing like a meteor to the sky, 

Forth sprang the charmed blade, the blade of victory. 

LIV. 

Say, have ye mark'd what winged moments fall 

Between the distant cannon's flash and roar ? 
Such was the pause ensued, and such the swell 

Of following rapture shook the ocean shore. 

Rung every vaulted gate and turret hoar ; 
Rung the far abbey spires, and cloister'd bound ; 

While as they sailM the moss-grown rampart o'er. 
The sea-bird rceVd on giddy pinions round, 
And the wood-fringed rocks return'd a hollow sound. 

LV. 

When all was hushM, the not unmindful king 

From Balin bade the guar<l unloose his chain. 
While robes of knightly blue the pages bring, 

And furred mantle of mnjestic train. 

He, with a settled smile of calm disdain. 
Received the gifts ; but when his well-known mail. 

And shield, and rusted helm were brought again. 
Quaked his dark lip, and voice began to fail. 
And the fast-falling tear bcdew'd his features pale. 

LVI. 

So when the feast was ended in the hall, 

Nor longer would remain th* impatient maid, 
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Tliough Arthur much, and much Iiis nobles all. 
But most her presence young Gaoora praj'd ; 
To each with courtly smile her thanks she paid. 

And graceful on that docile palfrey sprung ; 
While close beside, in wonted steel array'd, 

Victorious Balia's clashing armour rung, 

Whom many a knight beheld, with serpent envy stung. 

But while o'er many a wood- fringed hill 
And heath of purple tint their journey lay, 

That seeming hind, fair architect of ill, 
In Arthur's palace sojourn'd many a day 
Expert in fraud, and watchful to betray. 

Expert with pliant limb, and bounding high 
Before the queen, her gambols to display ; 

Or fond and flattering at her feet to lie, 

And mirror every thought in her large lucid eye. 

So past the day ; but when the seven-fold team. 

That fear to tinge their feet in ocean deep. 
Shot from the topmost north their twinkling beam, 

And over mortal lids the dews of sleep 

(To weary man blest visitation) creep. 
Forth in the silence of the world she aped, 

A nymph of air her unblest watch to keep ; 
Or, wrapt in mist, beside the bridal bed 
Of poor Gauora's heart the wandering wishes read. 

The early trace of youthful love was there, 
And airy hope that flatter'd to betray; 
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But disappointment, with salt-smarting tear, 
Had blotted half the simple lines away ; 
The other half too deeply graven lay, 

And, though contending with that earthly flame, 
Celestial ardours sent their purer ray, 

Though late — Ah, female heart, of feeble frame, 

Of pomp, and rank, and power, the novel rapture came. 

T.X. 

Yet in the midst, and sovereign o'er her breast, 
Cadwal, young Cadwal, held his fatal throne. 

And, e*en to wakeful conscience unconfest, 
Her fear, her grief, her joy were his alone : 
Yes, every sigh that heaved her silken zone. 

From hapless love a dearer sorrow drew. 
And, to Ganora's secret self unknown. 

Arose before the faery's eager view ; 

Ah me ! what airy spies our silent thoughts pursue I 

Lxr. 

And think'st thou, man, thy secret wish to shroud 

In the close bosom's sealed sepulchre ? 
Or, wrapt in saintly mantle from the crowd, 

To hug thy darling sin that none may see ? 

A thousand, thousand eyes are bent on thee ; 
And where thy bolts the babbling world exclude. 

And in the darkness where thou lov'st to be, 
A thousand, thousand busy sprites intrude ; 
Earth, air, and heaven are full, there is no solitude. 
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When I rehearse each gorgeous festival, 

And knightly pomp of Arthur's elder day, 
And muee upoQ these Celtic glories all, 

Which, save some remnant of the minstrel's lay, 

Are melted in oblivious stream away, 
(So deadly bit the Saxon blade and sore) 

Perforce I rue such perilous decay. 
And, reckless of my race, almost deplore 
That ever northern keel dcflowcr'd the Logrian shore. 

thou, the ancient genius of the land, 
Who iront on old Bclusium's sunny steep, 

And nigh the holy mount, with nrmiSd hand. 
In vision dimly seen, thy watch to keep, 
Our angel guard, whose eagle pinions sweep 

In circling flight around his rock-built nest, 

Now soaring high, now dark'ning half the deep. 

The broad wave bursting with his shadowy breast. 

Oh, did not his lament foreshow the nearer pest ! 

Say, did not he, when Ilengist plough 'd the main. 
With gathering mist the conqueror's track dismay, 

And smite his radiant brows in parent pain. 
And sadly rend his samphire wreath away ? 
No, brighter beam'd his prescient eye that day, 
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And as the proud bark swept the waters free, 
He bade the rustling waves around it play. 
While softlv stole across the sunnv sea, 
From manv a twisted shell, the mermaid's harmonv. 

IV. 

Now forty times the frolden-haired dawn 
Had sprung from old Tithonus* dewy bed, 

And forty times across the fading lawn, 
Had summer eve her filmy mantle spread. 
Since young Ganore to Mary's aisle was led 

A pensive bride ; and yet, I wot not why. 

But those who best could read her blushes said, 

Not now so much she droopM the timid eye, 

Nor paid her Arthur's warmth with so cold courtesy 

V. 

She was his wife ! for this she strove to bear 

Of that portentous eye the tawny glow ; 
And those deep indents of ambitious care 

That mapp'd his dark and melancholy brow ; 

She was beloved ; for well the fair might know 
How that stern heart was fix'd on her alone, 

When, melted all in love's delirious flow, 
The vanquishM victor at her feet was thrown ; 
And she was inly vain to feel such power her own. 



VI. 



So was slie plcasecl herself who sought to j)loase ; 
Till on a day when all the court would ride 

To drink in Cattraeth's woods the cooler breeze, 
And rouse the dun deer from Terwathlin's side. 
It chance*! the queen within her bower to bide, 
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As one in boisterous pastime rarely seen ; 

Who little loved the hunter's cruel pride, 
Or maddening shout that rends the forest green, 
Or their poor quarry's groan the bugle notes between. 

Loth was her lord to miss, that livelong day, 
Her soft sweet glances and her converse sweet; 

Yet cared he not to cross her purposed stay ; 

And forth he fared, but still with ling'ring feet ^ 
And backward look, and "Oh when lovers meet. 

How bless'd," he thought, " the evening's tranquil hour. 
From care and cumbrous pomp a glad retreat." 

Not since his youth first quafTd the cup of power. 

Had Arthur praised before the calm sequester'd bower. 

And forth he fared ; while from her turret high 

That smiling form beheld his hunter crew ; 
Pleased she beheld, whose unacquainted eye 

Found in each varying scene a pleasure new. 

Nor yet had pomp fatigued her sated view, 
Nor custom pall'd the gloss of royalty. 

Like some gay child, a simple bliss she drew 
From every gaud of feudal pageantry. 
And every broider'd garb that swept in order by. 

And sooth, it was a brave and antic sight. 

Where plume, and crest, and tassel wildly blending, 

And bended bow, and javelin flashing bright, 

Mark'd the gay squadron through the copse descending; 
The greyhound, with his silken leash contending, 
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Wreathed the lithe neck ; and on the falconer's hand, 

With restless perch and pinions broad depending, 
Each hooded goshawk kept her eager stand, 
And to the courser's tramp loud rang the hollow land. 

X. 

And over all, in accents sadly sweet, 

The mellow bugle pour VI its plaintive tone, 

That echo joy'd such numbers to repeat. 

Who from dark glade or rock of pumice-stone. 
Sent to the woodland nymphs a softer moan ; 

While listening far from forth some fallow brown. 
The swinkM ploughman left his work undone ; 

And the glad schoolboy from the neighbouring town 

Sprang o'er each prisoning rail, nor reck'd his master's frown. 

XI. 

Her warm cheek pillow'd on her ivory hand. 
Her long hair waving o'er the battlement, 

In silent thought Ganora kept her stand, 
Though feebly now the distant bugle sent 
Its fading sound ; and, on tlie brown hill's bent. 

Nor horse, nor hound, nor hunter's pomp was seen. 
Yet still she gazed on empty space intent. 

As one who, spell-bound, on some haunted green 

Beholds a faery show, the twilight elms between. 

XII. 

That plaintive bugle's well remember'd tone 

Could search her inmost heart with magic sway ; 

To her it spoke of pleasures past and gone. 
And village hopes, and friends far, far away. 

While busy memory's scintillating play 
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Mock'd her weak heart with visions sadly dear. 
The shining lakelet, and the mountaiii gray: 
And who is he, the youth of merriest cheer, 
AVho waves his eagle plume and grasps his hunting spear '' 

As from a feverish dream of pleasant sin, 

She, starting, trembled, and her mantle blue, 
With gohlen border bright, and silver pin, 

Round her wet check and heaving hosom drew ; 

Yet still with heavy cheer and downcast view, 
From room to room she wandcr'd to and fro, 

Till chance or choice her careless glances threw 
Upon an iron door, whose archway low. 
And valves half open flung a gorgeous sight might show. 

It was a hall of costliest garniture, 

With arras hung in many a purple fold ; 

Whose glistering roof was part of silver pure, 
And silken part, and part of twisted gold, 
^Vith arms cmbroider'd and achievements old; 

Where that rich metal caught reflected day, ' 
As in the hours of harvest men behold 

Amid their sheaves a lurking adder play. 

Whose burniah'd back peeps forth amid the stubble gray. 

And in the midst, an altar richly dight 
With ever-burning lamps of silver pale, 

And silver cross, and chaliee heavenly bright. 
Before whose beam a sinful heart might quail. 
And sinful eye to bear its beauty fail. 
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It was, I ween, that gracious implement 

Of heavenly love, the three-times hallow'd Grayle 
To Britain's realm awhile in mercy lent, 
Till sin defiled the land, and lust incontinent. 

XVI. 

Strange things of that time-honour'd urn were told, 
For youth it wont in aged limbs renew. 

And kindle life in corpses deadly cold ; 

Yea palsy warmth, and fever coolness drew, 
While faith knelt gazing on its heavenly hue. 

For not with day's reflected beam it shone. 
Nor fiery radiance of the taper's blue ; 

But from its hollow rim around was thrown 

A soft and sunny light, eternal and its own. 

XVII. 

And many a riven helm around was hung. 

And many a sliield reversed, and shiver'd spear. 
And armour to the passing footsteps rung, 

And crowns that paynini kings were wont to wear ; 

Rich crowns, strange arms, but shatter'd all and sere ; 
Lo ! this the chapel of that table round, 

And shrine of Arthur and his warriors dear ; 
Where vent'rous knights by secret oaths were bound, 
And, bless'd by potent prayers, their foemen to confounl. 

XVIII. 

Nor less the scene such solcnm use became, 
Whose every wall in freshest colours digljt, 

Disphiy'd in form, in feature, and in name, 
The lively deeds of many a faithful kniglit ; 
And told of many a hardly foughten fight 
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Against the heathen host in gory field ; 

Of those who reap renown with falchion bright, 
Or list in war the ponderous axe to wield, 
Or press the couracr'a flank with spear and shield. 

The stripling conqueror of a giant foe, 

Beloved of Heaven, waa David there to ses, 
And wallowing wide the headless hulk below ; 
And there the self-devoted Maccabce, 
Content in death to leave his Israel free, 
Sustain'd unmoved the tower'd elephant, 

With javelin planted firm, and bended knee ; 
And grimly smiling on the monster's vniint. 
Slaying, was nobly slain, a martyr militant- 
There too, she mark'd, in hlood-red colours writ. 

The Christian conqueror of British line, 
Who seem'd aloft in golden car to sit, 
Rais'd on the ruins of an idol shrine, 
Lord of the earth, resistless Constantino ! 
And blazing high above his chosen head. 

The meteor cross shed forth its light divine : 
That that great dragon shook with guilty dread, 
And all his countless host from forth the heaven fled, 

Nor less her own paternal Carraelide, 

With arms begirt, and warrior faces round ; 

Kor less the queen with greedy wonder eyed 
The giant form, whose uncouth mantle, bound 
With beards of captive monarcba, swept the ground. 



142 IIEBER'S POETICAL WORKS. 

Vain-glorious Rycnce ! him the Christian host 

With plunging spears in Mersey's current drown'd ; 
"Who, wading through the river depths, almost 
Had stemmed th* indignant wave, and reach'd the farther 
coast. 

XXII. 

But oh, what rage of war ! what ghastly blows ! 

Where silver Avon ran with sanguine hue ; 
And fierce in fight the youth of Denmark rose, 

And Arthur's strength his deadly falchion drew. 

Her own brave lord Ganora there might view, 
As 'mid the meaner trees a kingly oak ; 

How fast the fire-sparks from his armour flew ; 
How from his courser's panting side the smoke ; 
How high he bare his targe, how rose at every stroke ! 

XXIII. 

Around the king, behind him and before. 

Red ran the tide of death, and dark the throng ; 
And Merlin there his dragon standard bore, 

Scattering dismay the mailtMl ranks among ; 

A living standard, whose biforked tongue 
HissM with strange magic, and its brazen eye 

Darted pernicious rays of poison strong ; 
Als were its threatful spires uplifted high, 
And wings of molten brass outspread in air to fly. 

XXIV. 

Strange was it to behold the enchanter's mien, 
Whose robe of various colours wildly roll'd. 

And naked limbs in battle seldom seen. 
And magic girdle all of graven gold. 
In uncouth wise his prophet frenzy told. 
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Swart was his visage, and his raven hair 

Hung loose and long in many a tangled foM ; 
And his large eyeballs, with unearthly stare, 
Flash'd on the withering host a wild portentous glare. 

Fast by that fiend-bom sire was Gawain placed, 

Gawain the gentlest of the knightly throng, 
With ladies' Inve, and minstrel honour graced. 

The good, the brave, the beautiful, the strong ; 

And, breathing fury, Jlodred spurr'd along; — 
Sir Modred, sternest of the table round, 

Injurious chief, who rcck'd nor right nor wrong ; 
Yet forward in his suzerain's service found. 
And next to Arthur's self.for princely lineage crown'd. 

But who is he ? the chief whoso single might 
Girt by tJie Saxon host in desperate ring. 

With slender lance redeems the reeling fight. 

While death and eoniiuest, poised on dubious wing, 
Ilung o'er the strife his valour witnessing? 

Cleft is bis helmet, and his sanguine cheer 

And beardless cheeks betoken manhood's spring. 

Ah well-known glance, ah form to memory dear, 

It is the nameless youth I it is the forestere! 

Was it a dream ! her unassured eye 

Paused on the form awhile — awhile withdrew ; 

She chafes her lids their perfect sense to try ; 
It was no dream ! alas, too well she knew 
The locks of auburn and the eyes of blue. 
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And, her own work, the scarf and broider'd vest ! 

And her ears tingled, and a death-like dew 
Through her cold marrow thrill'd and quivering breast, 
And suffocating sobs the abortive shriek supprest. 

XXVIII. 

When overpast was that strong agony, 

And doubt and fear resumed their blended reign, 
She on that arras bent her frenzied eye. 

And line retraced, and well-known line again. 

" His locks were auburn, these a darker grain ; 
Fair is yon knight, yet sure than him less fair. 

Yon shield, yon crownet mark a princely strain. 
And sterner seems that brow.*' Ah, fruitless care ! 
That lip ! those eyes ! that scarf! his pictured self is there ! 

XXIX. 

"And art thou he V for o'er his conquering head. 
In Gothic letters all of silver bright. 

That chieftain's woven name Ganora read, 

" And art thou he, thy sovereign's darling knight. 
The wise in court, the matchless in the fifrlit. 

Strength of our Lo<]jrian land in danger's hour I 

CO o 

Lancelot ! (if thus I read aright 
Thy lordly style,) 'mid pomp, and wealth, and power, 
Full soon hast thou forgot thy humble village flower I" 

XXX. 

"Yet Arthur cull'd that flower I" (a female ire 
Flush' d in her cheek, and sparkled in her eye) 

" Y''et Albion's lord could this poor form desire ; 
And thou shalt view thy rustic Emily 
In pomp of queenly state enthroned high ! 
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Then, Cadwal, ehall thy bouI new pangs endure, 
And in each slighted charm new grace descry, 
And, acorn 'd in turn — Ah passion hard to euro ! 
Break, break my tempted heart while yet my will is pure." 

Thus raved she long, till from her throbbing breast 

Exhausted passion loosed his iron sway, 
And holier thoughts her struggling soul possest. 

And that pure chalice with its saintly ray, 

And that still chapel turned her heart to pray. 
So prostrate at the marble altar's base, 

With floating locks and folded hands she lay ; 
And moistening with her tears the sacred place, 
Clung to the silver cross with Magdalen embrace. 

So by that heavenly toil re-corafortcd. 

She, slowly rising from the sacred ground, 

Dried her moist eye, with streaming anguish red, 
And those loose locks in decent fillet bound, 
And cast, in matron guise, her mantle round, 

And forth she went ; yet, ere the morrow's light, 
She of her maidens fit occasion found 

To ask the lineage of " that absent knight, 

Who now in Albion's war fought for his suzerain's right. 

" lie of the Lake, whose empty scat was placed. 
And in the hall his banner waving wide, 

A golden hound with cher|uor'd collar graced. 
And the broad field with seeming verdure dyed?" 
To whom the young Ygwerna swift replied, 
10 
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With arched brows and finger pointing sly, 

"Oh, who shall dare to praise that chief of pride, 
Who, when the jealous Gwendolen is nigh. 
Whose profTer'd love he meets with so cold courtesy?" 

XXXIV. 

"Peevish Ygwerna I*' Gwendolen rejoinM, 

" By forgeil tales to shroud thy secret care ! 
Who more than thou the nivrtle branch has twined. 

And ringM with flowery wreath his auburn hair? 

Ah, wooing vainly spent I some absent fair 
lias o'er the warrior hung her silken chain ; 

Witness the purple scarf lie loves to wear. 
Witness his wanderings o'er tlie nightly plain. 



i»» 



Witness Ygwcrna's love and Lancelot's disdain I 

XXXV. 

Ganora sigh'd ; but all unmarkM the sigh 

As (rwcndolen pursued her eager word ! 
"Oh, ladv mine, lonfr were the history 

To voekon up tlie ju-aise of that young lord, 

In Logris and in tlistant Gaul adoro<l. 
And sprung from elder kings of Brutus' race ; 

But cliangeful fate, and war with ruthless sword 
Could ancient Tribles' goodly towers deface. 
And poppies wave the head in the tall bannrr's place. 

XXXVI. 

"When bloody Claudas sack'd the Armoric shore. 

The sire of Lancelot his sceptre held. 
For wealth renown'd, for virtuous wisdom more. 

And the fair peace of honourable eld. 

But the base rabble from his rule repell'd. 
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And ancient Bun, no longer prompt to bear 

(As when, at Carohaise, the foe he quell'd) 
Tbe conquering falchion and the pennon'd spear, 
Fled from hia dangerous throne to wood and desert drear. 

*' There, wretched sire, by daily wrath pursued, 
Himself, his infant heir, and beauteous dame, 

A shelter seeking in the solitude. 

To a wild cave with painful travel came, 
Where toil and grief opprost his hoary frame : 

A little space with arms to Heaven spread, 
A little space, on cities wropt iu flame ; 

And ravaged fields, ho gazed, but notliing said, 

Then in his Helen's arms sank down hia dying head. 

*'She, chafing hia cold browa, and with her tears 

Moistening in vain the breast was ever true. 
Nor space, nor leisure found for other fears ; 

But ivhcii her much-loved lord deceased she knew, 

All wildly frantic tliro' the desert flew, 
Reckless of him who, 'mid the bushes laid, 

Her sleeping babe, a faery's pity drew ; 
Who, haply wandering through the twilight glade, 
Stoop 'd from her phantom steed, and home the prize con- 
voy 'd, 

"Beneath the hollow waters is her home. 
Upbuilt with arched waves of crystal cold, 

Where never wight of mortal seed should come. 
Yet did she there the beauteous infant hold, 
And train'd in knightly lore and pastimes bold ; 
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But luckless Helen, dame disconsolate, 

When late her loss returning reason told, 
Sought the sad shelter of a convent grate, 
And wept with live-long grief her boy's untimely fate. 

XL. 

" Him, when his vigorous youth was ripe for war. 
And downy cheek was cloth'd in darker shade, 

On airy wheels and dragon-yoked car. 

To Arthur's court his elfin nurse convey'd, 
In polish*d arms of maiden white array 'd, 

And silver shield as princely youth became ; 
Who since untam'd, unrivallM, undismay'd. 

In tourney strife and war's illustrious game. 

Has borne from every knight the foremost meed of fame.** 

XLI. 

"All otherwise I deem,*' Ganora cried, 

" Nor him account the best and bravest knight 

Who, wrapt in sordid gain or warrior pride. 
Is dead to ladies' pain and love's delight." 
"Ah who," said Gwendolen, "shall read aright 

The close-kept secret of a hero's love I 

Yet some have said, in magic beauty bright, 

Ilis elfin dame has power his mind to move. 

And urge his pensive steps along the twilight grove." 

XLII. 

A livid blush the queen's pale face o'erspread, 
"Yet, yet aread, where is that faery's wan?" 

" Ah who shall tell her haunt," the maiden said, 
" Who in the desert water dwells alone. 
Or under hollow hill or cavern'd stone ? 
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Yet beauteoua Dcrwent claims her chiefest grace." 

Ganora heard, but aaswer made slie none, 
And with her kerchief shrouding close her face, 
Broke from th' unfinish'd tale and sadly left the place. 



CARMEN S.ECULABE. 

[nin Carmen finvulur, > pocDi nn the romminmn'Dt of th* ntw nnturj.wu vrll'Fi) 
durlni; kin Brat jMr ml n)lli>g». ItKilnvl lh« I'lllivniitji prtis Sir LaLln twnw, idJ gaii! 

Felices Britonum curas, atque addita vitie 
Commoda, et inventas artcs, bclliquc triumphos, 
Expediam: Voa, Angliaese clarissima gentis 
Lumina, queia mundi rcrumquc arcana retexit 
Ipsa volens Natura ; ct vos, qui martia passi 
Vulncra, pro palria justis cecidistis in armis, 
Mngnaninii heroes! vestras date floribus urnas 
Spargerc, ncc nostrnt conamina tcmnite music ! 

Sit mihi fas audita loqui, sit facia referre, 
Tnrdaque bis denis volvcnlia tempera Itistrts 
Kcspicerc ; humann: licet irqiiora turbida vilre 
Slusa gemat circumspcctans, secum«iue revolvat 
Mccsta bomiiium scelern, et pnrvo sub pectore fluctus 
Irarum ingentcs, ct corda oblita futuri. 
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Indc graves njisci luctus, ct bella per orbem, 
Et dirje passim cn?(les, et niille doloris, 
Mille mali facies, fuso Discordia crine 
Funeream accendens tjcdam, insatiata cruore 
Vindicta, et desolatas bacchata per urbes 
Ambitio, et Culpje merito comes addita Poma. 

Nam Pater omnipotens ignotis legibus orbem 
Tempcrat, et denso iioctis velatus amietu, 
Sceptra tenet, nobis, credo, neque machina rerum 
Tota patet, certive arcana volumnia fati. 

Haud tamen, baud nostrum est rerum alte exquirerc 
causas ; 
Tantum adeo aversamur ojjus, magis acta referre, 
Et patriam aggredimur laudem, vocat altior arniis, 
Altior ingeuio Britannia, sivcla parentum 
Exsuperaus fama, et majoribus iuclyta ca^ptis. 

Depictiis alii voces, Cadrae'ia signa ;* 
Et Batavumf curas, calami quii* taidiii primum, 
Et scriptie doeuere moras odisse tabelhe ; 
^lirando ductas alii magneto carinas, 
Xitratosque ignes celebrent, imitata(iue Divum 
Fulmina, vim quorum contra nihil ipsa valeret 
Lorica JEacidix?, aut clypei septemplicis orbes; 
At cocli docuisse vias, quo concita motu 
Sydera agant certa nocturnas lege choreas ; 



* Ix'ttoM. whi'll an* fr^»iU'r»lly Im>IU'Vo«I to hnri* lieen introdur»^.l into Kiimint hy rmlmu*. 
t Thn «li{wn)vpry of printiii}; (howevi>r tin* fraud of .lolm K.iastus may buve trau>ferix'd 
% imrt of the prai>e tu Montx) appeurs to K'lou;( to lluUaud. 
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Qui cursus anni ; quo Gol modcramine flectat 
Erraates Stellas, mcdU ad pra^toria mundi 
Hegius ipse sedens; coeundi quanta cupido, 
Ordine quseque suo teneat ; quo turbidus restu 
Invadat terrain fluctus, fugiatque vicissim, 
Luna, tuum coniilatus iter; quie splcndida lucis 
Matcrics ; scptemque Iris traliat unde colores ; 
La us erit hiec saltern, nostroque Lfec gloria sicclo. 

Quanquam etenim Imud nostris illuxit prima diebua 
Vis animi, Newtono, tui, et felicior retas 
Ingenii eximios jactct nascentis honorea; 
Sed vidissc tamcn, scd et audivisso docentom 
Te, decus patria; ! Natune magne saccrdos ! 
Gontigit huic sccclo, ct circumflevissc sepulclirum. 

Nee vero, interea, nobis non utilis unda,* 
Suppositis flanimis inodicoque accensa calorc, 
Minim adco tulit auxiliutn, stat turris ad auras, 
Sulphurca nebida, ct Fumosis cincta tcncbris; 
Pendct abhinc vastamque cxtrudit in acra molcni 
Ferratis trabibus ccntumquc iniiexa catenia 
Macbina, quin subtus calcfacta sicvit aquic vis 
Alta petens, golidani tccti dc ciilmine nympliam 
Qus; simul accopit gromio, condonsa residit, 
Dcsertumque super spatium ct vacua atria Itnquit, 
Nee mora, — prfccipiti tendens in inania cursu, 
Irruit, et portam obstantcm circumflims :cther 
Bcprimit, fainc motu alterno surgitque caditque 
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Libra ingens, molesque graves impostaque temnit 
Pondera ; quin tali humentis penetralia terrae 
Auxilio ingredimur qua divitis iraa metalli 
Vena latet, tali domitum molimine ferrum 
In varias eogit formas, fingitque premendo 
Malleus ; at veniet tempus, cum viribus illis 
Adverse tardas urgebit flumine cymbas 
Navita, et obstantes scindet sine remige fluctus. 

Sed neque nos ignota latent tua tenuia regna,* 
Aura levis ! quantos ibi nostri mira triumphos 
Vis tulit ingcnii ! lustratam navibus aethram. 
Littoribus longe patriis terraque relicta, 
Vidimus, et magni superantes moenia mundi 
Icarias homines ausos contemnere poenas. 

Quin et scire datur quo crebris ignibus aerf 
Innocuum micet, ardentem quo fulminis alara 
Ducat docta manus, certoque in tramite flammam 
Dirigat ; agnosco Iubc nostris concessa diebus 
Arcana, et longos proavis ignota per annos! 
Nonne vides ! nimborum inter coelique tumultus, 
PrsDscripto celcres concurrunt ordine flammse, 
Porrigit excelsum qua ferrca virga tridentem 
Servatrix ; tutis assurgunt templa columnis 
Interea, regumque domus atque aurea tecta. 

Hinc etiam variis aptat medicaraina morbisij: 
Naturae expertus sapiens, renovatque trementum 



* Though the bftlloon itself be a French inreDtion, yet the disooTeries which gave li^e 
to it are most of them Britiab. 
i The oondoctor. X Bectridty. 
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Corpora fractn senum, et tristi languentia nocte 
Lumina ; jam vitreo circumvolvente cylindro 
Igneus exsiluit vigor, et pcDetrabilU artus 
Percurrit calor, ct veriis ee iinmiBcuit imia. 

Quid referam scrvata undis, ercptaquc letho* 
Corpora, cum gtevie Acherontis faucibus hsesit 
Eluctsna aniraa, et vultus et livida circura 
Tempora dirigutt concreto flumine sanguis ? 

Atquc ea dum in patrio molimina tanta movemus 
Rite solo, interea baud scgnca alicna per arva 
Inscquimur famam, mcritosque augcmus honorcs. 
Vo3 fortunati ! priraum quibus auaa carina 
Spernerc Cfernlcos fines, et limina rcrum 
Antiqua, ct mngno nova quierere littora ponto! 
Talibus incixptiB olim tua flumina, Amazon, 
Invcntiquc Cubie scopuli, Gyamequef paludca, 
Visaquc tburiferisj pnlcherrtma Florida pratis. 

Nod tamen Ilesperius ductor,g non claaais Ibera, 
Xon quos bellipotcns emisit Lisboa nautic, 
Laudibus Angliaci ccrtent ducis, ille sonaiitea 
Annyani-all acopulos inter, glaciataquo ponti 
Clauatra viam lenuit, non ilium terruit Arctoa 
Parrhasi?, atque suia Boreas sievissimua oria. 
Nic minus immitoa fluctus et littora vidit 



I Tlu JdptBiM mn* fbr tba StnlU of BsbHaf, 
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Australi vicina polo, qua frigida pandit 
Caeruleos Maloina'*' sinus, atque altera nostris 
Subjecta imperiis, terrarumque ultima Thule.f 
Quern non dira fames auri, non impia duxit 
Ambitio, aut ssevae fallax pietatis imago ; 
Sed patriae divinus amor ; sed vivida virtus 
Impulit, et meritae laudis generosa cupido. 

Nee lustrare vias tantum tractusque latentes 
^quoris audaces jussit Britannia puppes ; 
Scilicet oceani imperiura invictumque tridentem 
Classe virisque potens, tenet, geternumque tenebit 
Ilia, maris regina ; en ! Plata sonantibus undis, 
Ultimus, en, Daonas,J et fulvae Tigris arena 
Fundit opes varias, pnedacque assueta Malaya 
Submisso nostras veneratur acinace leges. 
Quid tantum mcmorem imperiura, quid subdita regna 
^-Ethiopura, primoque rubentia littora sole, 
Et quibus assiduo curru jam lenior oris 
Effundit fcssfe tandem vis sera diei ? 
Nobis, quos rapido scindit Laurentius amne 
Felices parent campi, et qua plurima Ganges 
Regna lavat, postis armis conterrita pacem 
Birma petit, gens dura virfim petierc Marattoc. 
Quid Javie referam montes, quid saxa Mysoraj ? 
Quieque nimis tepido consurgis proxima soli, 
Taprobane, Ijetasquc tuas, Caffraria, vites? 



* The Si^niRh name for Falkland's Islands. 

t 8«) called by Captain Oouk, as being the most souUiern known land. 

X Tile river of Ara. 
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Tuque etiam immcriteB Galloruiu erepta catenis, 
Anglorum I«eto fluitantia signa trtumpho 
Vidisti tandom, Mclite ! tuque, inclyta Calpe ! 
Firma mancB, nostris dudum decorata tropscis, 
Qua: rupe Uerculea, qive militc ttita Britanno 
HiBpanfimque minaa ct innnia despicia arma. 
Interea, qufccunquc viam tenuere per undaa, 
(Soiva licet nostro tninitetur Gallia regno, 
Et conjuratis Europie fcrveat armis) 
SubmittuDt humiles nobis vcxilla carina:. 

Nee tamcn has tantum meruit Britannia laudcs, 
Magna armis, — major pietatc ; — liinc IIlc* remotos 
(Ille, dccus nostrum, ct moritro pars optima fanue) 
Lustravit populos, et dissiia rcgna tyrannflm, 
Panderct ut mocstas arces invitaquc Plircbo 
Limina, quii nigria late sonucre caveiiiia 
Assidui gemitus ct iniqui pondera ferri. 

Ilinc ctiam Ljbicof conaurgunt littore turrea, 
Nostncquc iocultis munstrantur gentibua artoa, 
H caper idum scopuloa ultra ct deaerta Sahursc 
F(cda situ : nee longa dies, cum scrvus iiiiqua 
Vincula runipat ovana, et pictua Gambia puppea 
Et nova arenoais miretur mocnia ripis ! 

patria ! fclix nimium ! acu pace volentca 
Aluia regas populoa ct juata lege ferocea 
Arbitra compescas, sou belli tela corusocs 
Fulminca metuenda manu; tu, maxima, pontn, 
Tu circumfusia victrix, dominabcria undis ! 
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Cincta etenim patria frondcntia tcmpora quercu 
Te comitom adjunxit, nostroque in lit tore scdcm 
Aurea Libertas posuit, non ilia furentes 
Sueta animos, coDciquc incendere pectora vulgi ; 
Qualis Sarmaticos ollm baccliata per agros 
Effera, — sanguinea, — aut qualein nunc Gallia plorat 

Maternis sparsam lacrymis et ciede suorum : — 
At populis, Alurede, tuis quae Candida primum 
Illuxit, coeli soboles, quaj sjeva Britannum 
Frjenavit corda ct torvis raetuenda tyrannis 
Jura dcdit, longos illinc deducta per annos 
Imperia, et trino concordia foedere regna. 

Marlburios tester cineres, effusaque Galli 
Aguiina (cum luctu pallens Lodoicus et ira, 
Undique disjectas acies focdataque flevit 
Lilia, vix media demum securus in urbe,) 
Quid Libertatis potuit divinitus ardens 
Flamraa, quid invicti tester potuere Britanni 1 

Nee jam magnorum proles oblita parentum 
Nascimur ; baud adeo diviiius pectoris ardor, 
^lartiaque edormit virtus ; — Tua flumina, Nile, 
Tester, quasque Tagus dives devolvit arenas I 
Scilicet et fractas vidisti, Texela,* classes, 
Et spes abruptas, atque irrita tela tuorum ! 
<x>uid referam claras victrici classe calendas, 
Qua viridem Armoricam inter Dumnoniacjue arva 
Hesperio resonant Uxantia littora flucta ? 



• Sic d'Anville. 



MISCELLANBOUS. 

Cum gpreto malesana Deo totomque per orbcm 
Gallia, coeca, furena, cunctas sibi Bubdere gentes 
Sperabat, aolioque sacros dctruderc Reges, 
Reppulit ipsa suo vcnientem lit tore pes tern 
Anglin, ct his saltern vetuit consistcro terris. 
Ergo inter mediae Europro illaesa ruinas 
Constitit, baud rcrum tantis Inbcfacta procellis, 
Devictos inter populos, et diruta late 
Impcria : has coluit Fictas contcrrita scdes. 
Has antiqiia Fidea ; — atque, 0, ni tristia fati 
Jura vetcnt, orbis primum cohiberc tyrannos 
Nostrum erit, eversoque itcrum succurrere s^eclo. 
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Enter lini Otiblins brniing a eaalvt. 

Qieendoien. AVhat forma are these ? 

Oohlin. Spirits of nether earth 

Arc wc, and scrvanta to the mighty Merlin, 
From whom we bear these treasures to bis bride. 
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Or ere the raven twice hath flapt her wing 

lie will himself be here. 

Gwendolen, Good angels guard me ! 

\. 
Enter two Svlphs and itco Sea Nymphs. 

SONG. 

Nymphs of air and ancient sea, 
Bridal gifts we bring to thee ! 
Lo, these plumes of rich device, 
Pluck*d from birds of paradise ! 
Lo, these drops of essence rare, 
Shook from a wandering meteor's hair ! 
Nymphs of air and ancient sea. 
Such the gifts we bring to thee I 

Take these shells, approach them near. 
And thcv shall murmur in thine ear 
Tunes that lull the slumbering sea 
More than mermaid's harmony ! 
Take these pearls, no diving-slave 
Drags their like from ocean cave, — 
Nymphs of air and ancient sea. 
Such can only bring to thee. 

Enter ttco Genii of Fire with a vase. 

First Genius, Loveliest of mortal mould ! distant we 
kneel. 
Lest our hot breath should mar thy snowy skin, 
Or scorch thy raven locks ! We are of fire 
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The swarthy ministers, whose active heat 

Is as the soul of earth and sea and air ; 

Who BOW the seede of gold, who give the diamond 

Its eye of flame, and wake the carbuncle 

To rival day. Of such strange alchemy 

\fG bring thee tokens ; and before thy feet 

Bow down our crispdd heads, and in the dust 

Abase our terrors ! • 



Merlin. Am" I proud, who lay 

Mine empire at thy feet? All thou hast seen 
Are but the least of wonders. Toiling fiends 
Shall sweat to work thy bidding, and their claws 
Rend from the greedy earth its buried treasure, 
And drag the deep for thee. The sylphs of air 
Shall fan tliy slumber, and their viewless harps 
Pour on thy waking car strange melody. 
The elfin nations, with fresh herbs and flowers. 
Shall in thy chambers keep perennial spring; 
And the wild mermaid sleek, with coral comb 
Thy dark and perfumed tresses. Seek'st thou more ? 
More is in Merlin's power I Be thou my bride, 
And I will place thee on a regal throne 
Of solid adamant, hill above hill. 
Ten furlongs high, to match whose altitude 
Pltnlimnion fails, and Idris' stony chair 
Sinks like an infant's bauble ; there, enshrin'd 
A queen and goddess, shall the elements 
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Wait on thee, and the countless multitude 
Of Genii worship thee supreme in hell ! 
I pause for thy reply. 

Gwendolen. This then it is : 

Thy power I know not, but thine art I know 
For most unholy, and thy person hateful I 
I own my folly, with remorse I own it, 
Which play*d with such a visitor ; but mine ears 
Drank in thy wisdom, — and it soothed my pride 
To see the powers of magic tax'd for me. 
And the strong features of a face like thine 
Relaxing in my presence ! This forgive me I 
My last request ! Nay look not thus on me, 
Nor press my hand ! I may not dally longer. 

^^ ^n ^^ ^n ^^ 

Merlin. Ah, do not raise the fiend within my soul. 
Nor arm, sweet petulance, against thyself 
My worser nature ! In this rugged breast 
The heart which throbs in Etna's earthy fire. 
Which, unprovok'd and slumbering in its strength, 
Rejoiceth Ceres, and with fresher flowers 
To Enna*s valley lures back Proserpine: 
But, if it burst its bounds, hath hellii?h mettle 
Which is most dangerous ! I was not made 
To soothe a lady's scorn, or woo her lattice. 
What time the cold moon on her garden bower 
Flickers in silver whiteness, and the winds 
Blend with mine amorous harp's sad lullaby. 
My love or vengeance must be gratified. — 
Wherefore, proud dame, I say to thee. Be wise ! 
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In love unmntch'd, in hate unmatchable, 

I have done that ere now which mine own eyes 

Have wept to look upon. My father's spirit 

Is blent with mine, and schools me to such horrors ! 

Wherefore, I charge thee as thou lov'st thyself, 

Be timely wise ! One little moment more, 

I feel the demon rush into my soul, 

And pr&ycr will then be va in ! Be wise ! Be wise ! 

Gwendolen. Oh horror, horror ! Oh for leprosy 
To scathe tliis fatal form ! oh that the veil 
Wherewith I shroud mc from thy dreaded glance, 
Were some wild thicket, some brake-tangled wood 
Where this poor head might shelter, — where no foot 
Of man approachcth ; that myself were made 
A thing of loathing and of natural horror, 
Such as is pain to look on ! — better so 
Than thus to tempt thy \Tooing : take me, throw mc 
To the wild boar, or where the lioness 
Seeks for her brindled young their human banquet ; 
Yea, rather marry me to death, and make 
My bridal bed within the sepulchre, 
Than bid me mount with thee thy guilty throne ! 

Merlin. Thy wish be on thine head, and thine own cu 
Feed on thee till it waste thee ! Exquisite maid ; 
Ev'n in the bitterness of my revenge 
I love thy graceful passion ! But my sire 
Whose flames now burn within me, goads my purpose 
To wittier malice ! Shroud thee in thy veil. 
Oh my fair enemy ; — for that withdrawn, 
Thy face shall never win a suitor more ! 
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Hear, spirits, hear ! — [27mnrfer. 

I fix on thee 
Curses, curses, one, two, three ! 
Fouler than a grandame ape. 
Be thy features and thy shape ; 
Be thy face, so fresh and fair. 
Worse than those of furies are ; 
Be thy snowy forehead dark. 
And rougher than the maple bark ; 
In the greenwood range alone 
Thy disastrous lot to moan ; 
Lion wild and bristly boar. 
Let them fly thy face before ; 
And the wolves that round thee prowl, 
More from fear than hunger howl ; 
As a thing most scorn'd and hated. 
And with demons only mated, 
Every kindly creature shun thee : 
And this burden be upon thee, 
Till a youth of form divine, 
Sprung from Brutus' ancient line. 
Of beauty careless, and delight. 
Shall woo thee to the nuptial rite ; 
Shall his arms around thee twine. 
Shall his warm lips press to thine. 
And sign thee with the holy sign ! 

[Thiindtr. Merlik sinks. 

4e 3(c 4e ♦ 3|e :|e 
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[Gn-ENDOLEN aaUep at traim/ormed 6y Miklis. Three Fairies 
ttrewiitff flowert and leanea over her. 

Rest thee on tbia mossy pillovr 

Till the morning light! 
Softly wave this whispering willow 

O'er thy bed to-night! 
Every mortal grief forsake thee 
As our drowsy spelU o'ertake thoe, 
Xought from blessed sleep awake thee 

Till the morning light ! 

Enter Tetania. 

Titania. Spirits, well done ! for not of ruthless mood 
Are we, the rangers of the nightly wood. 
Where found ye this sad maid? 

I'irst Fuiry. Down in yon dell 

We found her where the moonbeams brightest fell ; 
For Cynthia ranrk'd her with benignant eye. 
And mourn'd, methought, a virgin's misery. 
We mark'd her too, with what intense despair 
She Bcatter'd on the winds her raven hair, 
Invoking death : then with accurst intent 
Of wilder madness, to the lake she went ; 
But, bending o'er its mirror, shriek'd to spy 
In that wild glass her own deformity, 
And fled apace. Anon amid the brakes, 
Like some pursued fawn a lair she makes, 
And shrouding with her furry gown those eyes 
Which not the curse of Merlin could disguise, 
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As at herself she trembled, till her grief 
Found in a flood of gracious tears relief. 

Tiiania, Poor wretch ! ye soothed her, then ? 

First Fairy. Her tears we dried, 

And pluck'd the brambles from her bleeding side; 
O'er her hot brain a grateful vapour threw, 
And sprinkled every limb with drcwsy dew ; 
Then bore her slumbering to this green retreat, 
And with star-jelly cooVd her blister'd feet, 
And scattered every flower of purple dye, 
And fann'd her rest with owlet's plumery. 

Titania, Well have ye done ! Sleep on, poor Gwendolen, 
The hour of retribution is arrived. 
And Merlin hath no longer power to harm. — 

First Fairy. Is Merlin dead ? 

Titania, Ev'n now I heard the yell 

Of ghastly merriment ; in upper air 
The fiends keep holiday. I knew their song, 
A song of triumph : " Merlin is no more ! 
Merlin, the mighty one I Haste, haste to meet him, 
Ye rulers of the damnM, and open wide 
Your everlasting gates, to entertain 
The master of the spell I Such charms no more 
Shall tax our labours till the final doom !" 

First Fairy, How died he ? Say — 

Titania. By female wiles he fell. 

She of the Lake, his elfin paramour. 
Jealous of his late wanderings, — in a tomb, 
(First having won by sugar'd blandishment 
From his dark soul the unutterable name 




Which all things fear in hell, in earth and heaven,) 
Enclosed the struggling wizard. Mine long nights 
Within the rock the fairies- heard him moan, 
The tenth was silence ! 

Fir»t Fairy. May the merciless 

Such faie meet ever ! But, our Gwendolen, 
Is she now free 1 

Titania. The Fatea their course must have. 

And Merlin's spells have power beyond the grave. 
But Heaven, and those bright stars whose golden eyes 
Behold the link of mortal destinies. 
An equal lot of weal and woe prepare 
To Harlech's virgin and to Albion's heir. 
For this I came to shed a soft control 
Of Heavenly wisdom o'er her sleeping soul ; 
And bring to mind whatc'er of secret lore 
She from her wizard lover learnt before. 
But soft, she stirs, — our potent pharmacy 
Has roused her dream, and oped her sealed eye. 
Vanish, kind fays — our forms she must not spy ! 

[CiH-ENDOLEN atCokfS. 

Gwendolen. Oh sacred hour of retribution, 
Foredooni'd to diy the wretch's tear, 
And rectify this dark confusion, 
Of earthly sin and shame and fear ; 
And art thou then a fond delusion 
Around our slumber hovering near, 
Of Heavenly bliss a blest infusion 
Too holy to be tasted here ? 
Oh, in my dreams I feel them, see them ! 
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The days of bliss return again, 

As victor angels tread beneath them, 

The snare of fiends, the rage of men ! 

And evermore a sweet delusion 

Above my slumber hovers near ; 

And tells of holy retribution, 

And chides my doubt and soothes my fear : 

I wake — and all is dark and drear. 

The oak wood rustles overhead ; 

The aspen sheds its foliage sere 

Upon my wild and dewy bed ; 

Before the melancholy blast 

Autumnal clouds are driving fast ; 

For canopy of state I see 

The white moon glimmering through the tree ; 

I tremble as with woman fear 

The wolf's approaching howl I hear ; 

In sickening doubt I turn mine eyes 

From mine own self thus hideous grown ; 

And, ranging, in this goblin guise, 

The thorny brake,- unseen, unknown, 

I curse my sleep, whose magic power 

Hath mock'd with bliss my hopeless heart, 

And trebly curse my waking hour. 

Which bade that fancied bliss depart ; 

And doubt, so quick the changes seem. 

If this or that were all a dream. 

Alas ! how know we which is true. 

The night or day, the sun or shade. 

The forms which glide in long review, 
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Before our eyes in Blumber laid, 

Or those our waking scenes renew ? 

Was it a dream that Harlech's hall 

Received mj wandering steps again, 

As throbb'd mj heart at rapture's call. 

More rapt'rous from remember'd pain '. 

On my cold cheek in joyful thrill, 

My brother's tear, I feel it still ; 

And, closer to my heart than he, 

The youth's warm kiss who set me free ! 

Was this a dream ? or, dream I now, 

Of mourning weeds and desert wild ; 

Of whistling wind in hawthorn bough; 

Of form by magic curse defiled ? 

Come, pitying death, dissolve the strife, 

— And wake me from the trance of life I 

A footstep in the wood ! an armed man, 

And hither bound! Retire thee, Gwendolen. 

Yet, what hast thou to fear? Thine alter'd form 

Is safe from the worst danger, and thy life, 

Not worth the keeping, mocks his cruelty. — 

Yet must I hide me — lend me your shade, kind boughs, 

To shade this hideous face from earth and Heaven I 



Scene, the Court. 
Arthur on hit throne, Lleh'ellim in ihnins, Ounrdti, ie., &c. 
Arthur. How wears the timeV 

Kajf, The sun hath well nigh scaled 

The pinnacle of Heaven. 
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Arthur. Oh say not so : — 

Is it indeed so late ? — Where art thou, Gawain, 
Too slow to save thy friend ? Ah, cursed oath ! 
Which stops the mouth of mercy, and but leaves 
A barren grief to after penitence — 
That I might now recall thee ! Yet again 
Be it proclaimed, — if that mortal tongue 
Can solve our oracle — and solving save 
Yon gallant gentleman, — our kingdom's power 
Is tax'd for their reward. Still, still, — all still ! 
Oh, good Llewellin, when the headsman's blow 
Redeems mine oath, my hoary hairs shall follow 
(Believe it) to the grave. Oh, that thy wrath 
Had cool'd betimes, or mine. Pardon, oh pardon ! 
As I forgive thee thine unruly brow 
Triumphant o'er mine age, thy words of fire 
And looks of mutiny, such as no king 
Can brook without resistance, — pardon thou 
The rashness of mine oath, which sends thy youth 
Untimely to the tomb. 

Llewellin. My parting prayer 

Waits on your silver locks ; be brief, good king ; 
Dismiss a soul which on its tiptoe stands 
Knocking at Heaven's high gates. I have met death 
In uglier shapes before, nor find I now, 
SvCVe in this tardiness, his teeth or sting. 
Have with you, headsman. 

Arthur. Stay, I charge ye, stay ! — 

A noise — I hear it well, — a horse's tread 
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As one in speed — and hark that shout, Heaven ! 
llun aomc of ye and learn. {Cry urilhoul.) 

Long live Earl Gawain ! 

Arthur, Welcome, brave nephew, 
Now more than ever welcome ; have ye Bped ? 
Is mine oath cancell'd ? — is the prisoner free ? 
Hath Merlin told bis secret ? 

Gatoain. He hath borne 

That secret to the land of secrecy, 
Nor can Llewellin claim a further sentence 
Than Heaven hath pass'd on Merlin. ! my liege, 
Strange things have chanced, which at fitting season 
I shall unfold. Now to my chiefest care. 
Unlock these rivets, jailor, for thy charge 
By Arthur's oath is free ; — Arthur hath sought 
What women mostly crave ; — my answer follows. 
Power is their passion. From the lordly dame 
To the brovrn maid that tends the harvest-field, 
They prize it most. Wherefore is pleasure scorn'd. 
But to increase their sway ? — why riches lavish'd, 
But as an argument of queenly state? 
Wherefore is virtue scorn'd ? why vice thought comely 't 
But for the pride of taming him whose wiles 
Have ruin'd many, — why is beauty marr'd 
By ceruse or by corset? — wherefore love 
Led like a blithe and perfumed sacrifice 
To Phoebus' altar, but in hope to reign ? — 
Ye have mine answer. — 

Arthur. Loose Llewellin's chain ! 
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Gawain, thou hast thine earldom. Valiant friends, 
This day be peace to all. Let me embrace you 
With penitent fondness. Ah ! what ghastly spectre 
Troubles our happiness ? — Can this be human I 
She kneels, she holds a ring — 

Gwendolen, A boon, a boon 

From Arthur and from Gawain I What I am, 
What I have done, he knows. — What he hath sworn, 
This rinfj be witness. 

Gaivain, I acknowledge all, 

And nobody will repay thee. Come, to-morrow, — 
To-day, — this even, — only scare not now 
This royal presence. 

* * 4c * 4c 

Gwendolen, I saved thy friend, 

I brought thine earldom back ; my wisdom sounded 
The craft of Merlin : and the grateful Gawain 
(For he was grateful then) sware by his sword. 
This ring his sponsor, — to reward my pains 
With whatsoe'er I askM. I ask it now. 
Before the kin^r — mv hire, mv ri<rhteous hire. 
Such as a knight must pay. 

Gawain, Ask and receive I 

I own my oath, — and though my colder blood 
Tlirills to its fountain at thy gaze, and nature 
Forebodes of something monstrous in thy soul. 
Which I mav shrink to answer — I have sworn : 
And bid me tame the brindled pard, or keep 
Mine unarmed vigil in a dragon's den, — 
Be the king witness, and this table round, 
I will perform thy bidding ; speak and obtain. 
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Gvtendolen. Giro me thyaelf, — be thou mino huabanil, 
Gawain ! 
What ! scared already, — hast thou sworn in vain ? 
Am I so monstrous ? — Ob, I feel I am ! 
Yet have I saved thy friend. 



Gawain. So we are married. Rule thou in my Louse, 
Govern my treasure, — prank thee in my jewels ; 
All, all is thine ! — for me, I mount my steed 
And ramble forth to-night, an errant warrior. 
To see thy face no more. — 

Gwendolen. Alas for me '. 

Is this a marriage ? — thus did Gawain swear. 
To mock mo with himself, — to leave me thus, 
His lawful partner, to the scoffs of men, 
And the constructions of a peevish world, 
Weak and defenceless, childless, husbandliiss ? 
Oh, my good lord, — shall it be said this face 
Has rolib'd my country of its bravest kniglit ? 
And shall tlie Saxon, and the rutliless Dane, 
Triumphant in your absence, thank the foulness 
Of Gawain's countess for their victory ! 
Far be such curse from me ! If I nm loathed. 
Beyond endurance loathed, — command mo hence, 
And I forsake your roof; — I know my duty ; 
And your poor wife, from forth her wilderness, 
Shall bless and pray for Gawain. 

Gawain. Nay, not so ; 

For I have sworn to shield thee ; rest thee here, 
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And cv'n in absence shall mine eye behold 

Thy comforts and thy safety ; weep not, dame, 

I am thy guardian, and will well discharge 

A guardian*s office. Friendship may be ours, 

Thy form forbids not that. What — weeping still I 

I will not leave thee ; — with a brother's zeal 

For thy past service done I will watch over thee. 

Be of good courage, — come, one kiss of peace 

To seal our bargain. Hateful I horrible I 

And dost thou cling around me, cursed fiend, 

To drag me to perdition ! Out, aroint I 

For in God's name I charge thee set me free. 

And by this holy sign! 

Gwendolen, Oh, bless \l be thou I — 

Turn, Gawain, turn ! 

(Loud thunder. 

* * i: * 4c « 

* "»■ 5» * » V 
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BLUE-BEARD. 

ORIENTAL RO 



A Court-yard before Fadlalla's Ifouae. 

Fadlallah. Good neighbour, be quiet ! — my word is a law — 
I have said that my daughter shall wed the Bashaw ! 

Selim. But, neighbour, your promise ! 

Fadlallah. My promise I go to ! 

With Aim must I break it to keep it with you. ? 

Selim. You promised me first ! 

Fadlallah. But I promised him since ! 

And wfa&t saith the Koran ? " Speak truth to thy pvince !" 

Selim. You swore by the Prophet ! 

Fadlallah. I telt thee, forbear ! 

In abundance of words is abundance of care ! 
And again saith the Koran, in Surah the tlitrd, 
" Confine not thy neighbour too close to his word !" 

Selim. Would you yield to this monster your Fatima's 
life? 
Why he cats every night for his supper a wife ! 

Fadlallah. Mere libellous nonsense ! I tell tliee, Selim, 
I know nothing loss like a monster thau Iiim ! 

Aytsha. Oh, father! but think on his whiskers of blue! 

Fadlallah. I tell you, the man is as rich as a Jew ! 
I wish I could find such a husband for you ! 

Selim. Allow me, at least, to take leave of the maid ! 
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Fadlallah. You may do as you please — I shall not be 
afraid. 
No daughter of mine has a spirit so mean, 
To prefer her kab-kabs to a gilt palankeen ; 
To trudge to the baths with no soul in her train, 
And wrapped in a shawl from the wind and the rain, 
When she might, if she pleased, on an elephant ride, 
With trumpets before her and troops by her side. 
And sweep through the streets like a lady of honour, 
Dwarfs, negroes, and eunuchs attendant upon her. 
Selim ! — I once loved you. Be but a good boy, 
I'll speak to the Bashaw to give you employ. 
But my daughter's affianced ! 

Exeunt Fadlallah and Avesiia. 

Selim, Says Fatima so ? 

Fatima. I am but the slave of my father, you know. 
I must do as he wills, or with you, my Selira, 
A cottage were more than a palace with him ! 
But, alas, 'tis in vain I and, since love is denied, 
I must fold my j)ale form in the mantle of pride, — 
Must loll on mv couch with an indolent mien, 
Of a heart-cliilling harem the heart-broken (jueeii, 
And trifle tlie time while my tyrant reposes, 
With diamonds, and arrack, and attar of roses I 

Selim, I cannot endure it ! The Bashaw I'll meet, 
1*11 flinir myself down in the dust at his feet. 
I'll tell him our story. 

Fatima. His heart is of steel I 

Selim. By Allah ! my dagger shall force him to feel ! 
I'll drag from his horse the oppressor, and then — 
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Fatima. A pcnsnnt ! and figlit vith a kailcr of men ! 
You can but fall a victim to numbers, and I ! — 
I never will live to look on, when you die ! 
Farewell, — be resign'd — take tliis ring for a token ; 
So long as its stono is unbleiich'd and unbroken. 
You may know tliat I live — that I'm well — that I bear 
In peace and in patience the loa<l of despair. — 
But if once its smooth surface begins to decay. 
And the tint of tbe ruby to vanish away, 
You miiy loarn that my life is in danger, and — prny ! 

Seliiii. Yet, yet there is hope ! I have told you before. 
My mother's an Arab, and born in Mount ITor: 
Her kindred disowu'd her for wedding a clown ; 
But my uncle the Sliekh, as he pass'd by our town, 
Iliilf-fjunish'd, balf-naked, hard press'd by the foe. 
Was pleased for a moment his pride to forego. 
To be fed, clothed, and sheller'd, as best wo were able ; 
To be warin'd by our hearth, to be hid in our stable ; 
And to say, on the morrow, aa grimly he smiled, 
lie would " make me a man if I came to tlic wild !" 
In less than three days I can reach his retreat; 
111 tell him my sorrow?, fall down at his feet. 
lie hates Abou Malek ! 

Fatima. But what can be do, 

Onr tyrant so mighty, his people so few ? 
He may rifle a pilgrim, set fire to a village, 
Dr threaten the Monks of Mount Sinai with pillage ; — 
But to cope with a Bashaw ! 

fSelim. No matter, I'll try ! 

[Martial mutic al a ditlanct. 
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Fat una. Good Heaven — they are here ! if you value 
me, fly ! 

Enter Fadlallah. 

Fadlallah, In, into the house, silly girl \ — By my beard, 
This moment the sound of a trumpet I heard : 
Would you stand in the court with no veil on your face, 
When his highness, your husband, rides into the place ? 
In, in — jTQi the clothes on he sent vou this mornin*]: ! 
And, neighbour, kind neighbour, I give you fair warning, 
If longer in sight of my door I survey you, 

1*11 speak to my son-in-law's worship to flay you I 

[Exeunt severally Fatima and Selim. 
Ahou Malek (speaking without). Sound, trumpets, a 
halt ! My Albanians may wait. 
Drawn up in two lines, from the bridge to the gate I 
Let none dare to enter I \^£ntering. 

Well, father-in-law. 
Fadlallah. I hope that your highness will pardon the 
awe — [^Hesitating. 

Unprepared as I am, unaccustom'd to view 
The shadow of one so illustrious as vou I 
Oh, Lud I I'm afraid of those whiskers of blue ! [Aside. 
I could speak very well if I once made a start, 
But 'tis gone from me clean what I'd gotten by heart. 
Where wa:> I ? — Oh now — [Aloud. 

Will your higlmess be pleased — 
Abou MaJek. Slave, infidel, hound I am I thus to be 
teased 
With your bowing and cringing, and kneeling, and talking. 
Detaining me here from night until dawning ? 
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Go, call out jour daughter, 'tis her that I seek, — 
But you, if I let you, would chatter this week ! 

Fadlallah (aside). His highness is hasty. — I dare not 
complain. 
But 'tis hiird that my speech should be studied in vain. 

Ahou Malek. What have I forgot ? — I return to the gate 
To give out some orders. — Your daughter may wait. [ExU. 

Fadlallah, lie's a Bashaw indeed! — How I envy his 
state \ 
How noble his action! — "Your daughter may wait!" 

EiiUr Fatiha and Avesha. 
Come, Fatima, girl, and give thanks on your knee 
For a husband so kind, condescending, and free! 
" Good father-iu-law," said his highness to mc, 
" You speak like an angel, good father-in-law ; " 
He's the civilest gentleman ever I saw; 
And by the same token will make me a Cadi, 
So soon as my daughter comes out as his lady I — 
What — weeping, you fool ? By the Caaba, Fd tear, 
If it were not for rumpling that head-dress, your hair I 
I'd make you come out by the head and the shoulder ! 
You are only too lucky ! 

Ayesha. And that's what I told her \ 

I'm sure she has plenty to make her content. 

Do look at the things which the Bashaw has sent ! 

Such silks and such kineobs, such collars of pearl ! 

She looks like a Peri far more ihau a girl. 

And I, her poor bride-maid, by all am confess'd 

As sweetly, though not so expensively dress' d. 
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Come, keep up your spirits ! do, Fatima, do ! 
I dou't think his whiskers so frightfully blue ! 

He-enter Anou Malek. AU kneel. 

All hail Lord of Damascus ! 

Abou Malek. Young woman, I come. 

According to promise, to carry you home. 
Your sister goes with you. Of course you are ready. — 
Black eunuchs without ! form a guard for your lady ! — 
Come, kiss me I I like you I 

Fatima. In mercy forbear ! 

Despise me, and fix your affections elsewhere ! 

Fadlallah, Perhaps, if your highness my girls would 
compare, 
This other's as handsome. 

Abou Malek, But less to my taste. — 

Come, Fatima, rise from the ground — I*m in haste ! 
The affairs of the East on my leisure attend. — 
Fadlallali ! farewell I kiss with reverence the end 
Of this worshipful finger, which, were the whim in it, 
Miirht beckon vour head from vour shoulders this minute. 

Fatima, Bashaw I if pity e'er enterM vour breast ! 

Abou jMalck, You have reason, I trow, to be sadly 
distressed I 
Tlie spouse of a Bashaw, mere maidenish stuff I 

I like you — have bought you — will keep you, — enough ! 

[ Kxtfttnt, 
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ScESE II, — A large Hall or Staircase with many doors. 
Mutk and dancing Jtcard icilhoul 
Enter Abou AIai.ek, Fatima, Avesua. 
Abou Malth. I hate all this nonsense ! — these gardens of 
myrtle, 
These long redding suppers, how vastly absurd ! 
These verses comparing uiy sponse to a turtle ! 

I'm ivcd to a woman, and not to a bird ! 
I can gaze with delight on her person and graces, 

And hope that the sequel fresli charms will disclose ; 
But it bores me to hear such bombastical praises, — 

No nii^htingale I to be guH'd with a rose ! 
Go — Older the minstrels to silence their tabors ! 

Bid the dancing girls pack up their rags and be gone! 
AyetJta. Lord, sir! you'll olTend all your kindred and 
neighbours ; 
The nach-girla and [lingers have scarcely begun ! 
I never can find an excuse that is clever — 

They'll needs see your highness before they retire. 
Abou Mdlek, Go tell 'em I'm sick — have the plague — 
have a fever ! 
Say the sherbet is out I — say the Harem's on fire ! 

[Ktrt AvEuiiA lin'jci-iitylij. 
I breathe at my ease now Ayesha is gone ! 

born in a cottage, but fit for a throne ! 

You perchance think my manners are rough and austere: 
But why do you tremble ? — my Ilouri, draw near ! 

1 have secrets of moment to pour in your ear ! 
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Twelve years have I languisird a partner to meet, 
Kind, beautiful, humble, domestic, discreet ; 
Twelve times have I hoped that my labour was sped ; 
Twelve times have I failed — for the rest, ask the dead ! 
Twelve damsels in turn — but, alas I you have heard 
The crime which has call'd down this curse on my beard ! 
You have heard it ? 

Fatima, Your highness, I have — but I know 

That slander still follows the mi«rhtv. 

Ahou Malek. Tis true \ 

Now learn the sad cause I — in my cradle when laid, 
My mother gave ahns to a sootlisaying maid, 
A poor crazy wanderer, in ruins that slept. 
And her vigils with Gouls in the monument kept, 
Till her soul, from the haunts of humanity driven, 
Grew skill'd in the visions of Hell and of Heaven, 
And her words of wild ravinir had power to unfold 
Whatever the eyes of the Prophet behold : — 
She stopt at our cottage, sate down by our door 
(I care not who knows it — my parents were poor, 
I rose by the sabre's adventurous law, 
First robber, then rebel, and last a l>ashaw ;) 
But she, when relieved by our water and bread, 
Took the babe in her arms, prest her lips to his head. 
And — You mark me ? 

Fatima, Intently! 

Ahou Malek. She shudder'd and, '• Thou ! 

Stran<:e matters are written,'' she cried, "on thv brow I 
High valour, high fortune, untimely o'erthrow I 
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Yet, Tvarrior, no bowstring shall bring thee thy doom, — 
Xo writ of the Sultan conduct to the tomb ; 
Live, live, Abou Malek ! fear'd, honour'd, carest, 
Of the chiefs of the Koran the boldest and best ; 
Fear no sabres that glisten, no bullets that %, 
Till a bride's curiosity doom thee to die!" 

Fatima. Strange doom ! 

Abou Malek. Dost thou wonder that twelve I have tried ? 
Dost thou wonder that they who deceived me have died ? 
lict their fate be thy warning ! Last hope of my life, 
Be linn ! and I make thee my queen and my wife ! 
Thou shalt rule o'er our heart, shalt rule o'er Damascus, 
Whatever thou seek 'fit thou hast only to ask us! 
But first, to thy trial ! take charge of my keys : 
Wherever thou wilt, they admit thee with case. 
Range at will through my castle, — its wealth is thine own I 
But yon south turret chamber must yet be unknown ! 
Do this and be blest ! for three days we must part : 
Be firm, — or my dagger must smoke in thy heart ! 
Farewell for three days ! 

Fatima. Oh, my Lord, I entreat, 

Show grace to my weakness ! I sink at your feet; 
I will honour you, love you, obey you, adore ! 
All, all but this trial ! 

Abou Malek. It must be ! no more ! [Exit. 

Enter Ayesiia. 
At/esfia. Thank Heaven he is off! I have heard your 
dispute — 
lie a Bashaw, indeed ! — A fantastic old brute. 
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Fatima, You heard it? 

Ayesha. I listen'd, my love, at the door — 

I never have met such a monster before. 
Kill a woman for peeping ! why here's a to-do ! 
I wonder what's in that same chamber — Don't you? 

Fatima, Oh, talk not of prying I 

Ayesha. The Prophet forbid I 

But — he never could know it, my dear, if we did. 

And now that I look, what a beautiful key ! 

Do, Fatima, trust it a moment with me. [^Snatching the key. 

Fatima, What, what are you doing ? 

[Ayesha tries the key in the lock of the door, 

Ayesha, I want to be sure 

If this is the key which belongs to the door — 
It fits, I declare, like a finger and glove ! 

Fatima, In mercy, return it I 

Ayesha, Jifcturn it, my love I 

I have not yet turnd it, — nor do I intend. 
No, child, on my prudence you well may depend I 
I would not for the world — Oh, my stars ! it is done ! 

[ Thi (htor flies opr.n icith a tremendous sounds several 
Sk«»lot()ns seen iciihin. 

The chamber is open, as sure as a gun ; 
And oh I what an object ! See, Fatima, see I 
Oh, shut-to the door ! turn tlie key, turn the key I 
Run ! run for your life — Oh ! 

[Fatima closes the door. 
Fatima. Wretched girl I we're undone ! 

The key is all bloody ! 

Ayesha, Run, Fatima, run ! [Exeunt, 
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ScEiTE III. A wild rockjf Desert without trcei or vegeta- 
tion. At a smalt distanre a cluster of low black Tents. 

Enler Selix with a »1aff. aerip, and bollle/or httiding aaler. 
Setim. To tliink thut my uncle takes pleasure to dwell 
In a country whose heat the best spirit would quell ! 
'Tis true he's a thief, and of thieves the commander, 
But his quarters would puzzle the best salamander. 
A plague on these flints that have worn out my feet I 
A plague on these rocks half calcined hy the heat ! 
IIow dreadful these waterless vapours that make. 
To torture the pilgrim, the farce of a hike! 
Not a tree, not a spring has this wildornesa in it. 
My pulse beats two hundred and ten in a minute, 
My tongue ia on fire, and my brain in a muddle ; 
I would give all the world for a good draught of puddle ! 
Then, when one least thinks of it, comes the Simoom, 
And these sands will supply me a couch and a tomb ! 
Or, who can be sure but some merciful Shekh, 
For the sake of my garments, may twist off my neck ? 
Oh dear! I'm afraid! — I've a mind to turn back, 
Itut 1 tlonbt that I never shall hit on the track — 
And Futima ! Thou ! — can I leave tbee in thrall ? 
Cheer up! — a high spirit may seranihle through all. 
And — hurrah — I have found them! dark pcrch'd on the 

Like a cluster of ravens, the tents are at hand. 
And, sure, that's my uncle 
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Enter Suekh. 

Shekh, Stand, infidel, stand ! 

Stand, slave, and deliver ! 

Selim, Tis vastly distressing. 

That he won't recollect me 1 Kind uncle, your blessing I 

Shekh, Ha, rascal I who art thou ? 

Selim, Oh — look not so grim I 

The son of your sister, your nephew Selim I 
Destroy not the seed of your father with fear ! 

Shekh. Selim, by the prophet I — and what brings thee 
here ? 
Hast thou taken my counsel, and is it thy bent 
To sojourn with us in the shade of the tent ? 
To cast in thy lot with thy friends, and to rear. 
Dimly seen through the twilight, the long Arab spear ? 
To mark from some mountain where, patient and slow, 
The rich-laden caravan circles below ? 
Then spring to thy courser, exulting and gay. 
And swift as an eagle dart down on the prey I 
Oh, blithe are my pastimes on desert and down, 
Far, far from the smoke and the noise of the town ; 
And calm my repose when the carpet is spread, 
*Twixt the steed of my bosom, and the wife of my bed. 
When camel-bells tinkle, and embers burn bright. 
And the tent-curtain flaps in the breezes of night I 
Though poor my apparel, though scanty my fare. 
A cake on the hearth, and a mantle of hair, 
How sweet is that morsel, how light is that vest. 
And how rich do I feel of this sabre possest I 
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Selim. TIlis is charming, I own ; in this tranquil retreat 
You've the blessings of hunger, of thirst and of heat, — 
May you long time enjoy them ; for me, when I'm bent 
To taste of these pleasures, I'll visit your tent. 
But now for protection, dear uncle, I sue — 
You know tlio Basbaw of Damascus ? 

Sltekh. I Jo. 

Selim. The monster has borne off my beautiful briile. 

i%ekli. He's perfectly right for himself to provide. 

Seliin. Is my uncle in earnest ? 

Shehh. I am, my Selim: 

And, thou wilt do right to assassinate liim ! 

Selim. By my beard ! I intend it — but how shall I do it? 

ShelcJi. Oh just as thou wilt, so thou fairly goeat through 
it. — 
Thou may'st shoot him, or stab him, or beat out his brain. 

Selim. But how to get at Iiini? — yourmenning explain. 

Shekh. I hare spoken ! — and he who hath purpose to 
slay. 
If he have bat the courage, will find out the way ! 
If thou dieat, I'll avenge thee. 

Selim. Far rather defend me ! 

I hoped that the spears of Mount Ilor would befriend me! 
You have eaten our salt, have been warm'd at our fire, 
And there flows in my veins of the blood of your sire. 
To a castle in Ilauran, if truth is in fame, 
Abou Mak'k has borne my disconsolale dame. 
The walls are not strong, and the garrison few. 
What say you to singeing those whiskers of blue ? 
Will you aid my revenge ? 
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Shekh. I don*t care if I do. 

First come to the tent, share my bread and my water, 
And the moon of to-morrow shall light us to slaughter. 

Selim. Oh, pause not a moment! 

Shekh, And why, my Selim ? 

Selim, The ring on my finger ! its ruby grows dim ! 
She dies, — she is bleeding, — I see by the stone ! 
Oh, haste, or I fly to her rescue alone ! 

Shekh. By my head — a brave youth ! I will lend thee 
a steed, 
And I and my people will help at thy need. 
And woe to these Turks when the whirlwind of war 
Is gathered in clouds on the summit of Ilor ! 
When the locusts of Maon are dark on the blast. 
And the leopards of Arnon — 

Selim, Oh, haste ! uncle, haste ! 

[^Exeunt. 



ScEXE IV. — All Apartment in Blue-Beard's Castle. 

Fatima, Avesua. 

Fatima. In vain you console me, — too sure is my doom, 
And the dews of to-morrow must weep o'er my tomb. 
Enough ! I forgive you ; 'twas Azrael's decree, 
That bloody my death and untimely should be. 
Poor captives of fate ! the entangled gazelle 
May break through the snare of the hunter as well. 
As we, with our wisdom, our cunning and wit, 
Escape from the meshes by destiny knit ! 
Be at rest, I forgive you ! 
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Ayetha. Yet, yet we have space 

To contriyc our eacape from this horrible place. 
Two days have glcam'd aadly o'er dungeon and tower, 
Since the Lord of Domascua set forth with his power. 
One more must be wosh'd from the tables of fate, 
Ere the shade of his presence will darken tho gate. 
And Selim, by this time, must his uncle hare met. 
And, my dear injured sister ! — I'd lay you a bet 
That, or ere our tyrant returns to our door, 
His way will be block'd by the bands of Mount Hor. 

Fatima. Can Arabs contend with a warrior like him ? 
Oh, better I die than endanger Selim ! 

Ayetha. Yet, yet I have something to check your 
despair — 
I have search'd through the south turrot chamber, and 
there — 

Fatima. Oh name not the turret — that desolate room. 
Where my wretched forerunners in folly and doom 
Lie mouldering and green ! 

AyeBha. I beheld with affright, 

And horrid, most horrid indeed was the sight ! 
But I still persevered, for there prest on my mind 
A suspicion of mystery lurking behind. 
And at length I have found it ; an aperture small 
That leads to a stair in the bulk of the wall ; 
Beneath it a postern conceaVd, and I hope 
That with me you will pack up your things and elope. 

Fatima. No packing ! no loitering ! conduct me this 
minute ! 

Ayetha. Law ! your train will be bloodied ! allow tne 
to pin it : 
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We have plenty of time. [^Looking through the door. 

Oh, confusion and sorrow ! 
The Bashaw has mistaken to-dav for to-morrow : 
He is now on the staircase. Oh, would it might crumble — 
I'd break my own neck to insure him a tumble ! 

Abou Malek {speaking without). Within there ! what, 
slaves ! are ye sleeping or dead ? 
If ye sleep till the morning, your couch will be red ! 
Am I forced like a dog of the desert to wait, — 
No slaves at my stirrup, no guard at my gate. 
And unhonour'd by sign or salute from the wall — 
To sneak like a thief to my own castle hall ! 
Up, up to the ramparts ! unlimber the swivels. 
You will soon have a visit from Arabs or devils ! 
They are hard on my track ! 

Ageslia. Recollect what I told you ! 

Cheer up ! he must not in this anguish behold you ; 
Put him off for a while if he talks of the keys, 
By the help of a kiss you may do it with ease. 
But gain a few hours, and I'll wager my neck, 
Some tidings will come of Selim and his Shekh. 

[To Aiiou Mai.f.k as he enters. 
Oh, my lord I my dear brother ! such sudden delight I 
We never expected you home by to-night ! 

Abou Malek. So, so, where*s your sister I 

Ayesha. And as I was saying. 

Your hifrliness, we tliou;iht, in the citv was stavinij ; 
So we fastened the gate, sent the servants to sleep, 
Good hours we were always accustom'd to keep. 
And wo were just talking — 
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Abou Malek. My curse on your head. 

No doubt you were talking — 

Ayetha. Of going to bed. 

And— 

Ahou, Malek. Fatima! well may you boost of the charms 
That bring back your husband so soon to your nrms. 
Three days I had promised — my heart could not wait, 
And the second has seen me return to your gate. 
Escaped from an ambush that threaten 'd my life, 
I como with delight to my home and my wife. 
My wife and my queen ! Yea — your trial is o'er, 
And the fiend of suspicion shall haunt me no more ! 
But what ? All in tears — in confusion ! 

Fatima. Great sir. 
Your return so unlook'd for, so sudden, — I fear 

Ahov. Malek. Fear ! what ! 

Ayetha. That some sudden disaster or sickness 

Is the cause, mighty Lord, of your singular quickness. 
Then, you seem to be wearied, and I have a notion, 
You had better retire with a nightcap and potion. 
Then, the ambush you mention'd has tbrill'd us with fear. 
Who conld be your foes ? 

Abou Malek. From Mount Hor, or Mount Seir, 

Some rascally Arabs — 

Aijetha. My love, do you hear ? {Atide to Fatima.) 
{,Ali,ud.] 
And prny docs your highness suppose thoy are near ? 

Abou Malek. Oh Prophet ! great IVophet ! — if ever I 
come 
To bliss, I entreat let my Ilouri bo dumb ! 
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Give that clapper a holiday once in thy life. 

But come thou to my bosom, my friend, and my wife ! 

[To Fatima. 
Thy silence, thy gentleness, ever must please. 

Alas — I forgot — you may give me the keys. 

Fatima. The keys, my dread Lord ? — give me time to 

prepare, 

I have lost them, mislaid them — can't tell where they are. 

Abou Malek, You have lost them ! mislaid them ! oh 

ominous word ! 

The keys, in an instant ! 

Fatima {kneeling and covering her face). Receive them, 

my Lord ! 

Abou Maiek (After looking at the ket/Sy he drops them.) 

And art thou detected, whom least I suspected ? 

Oh prophetess ! prophetess ! great was thy skill ! 

At/esha {flinging herself at his feet). It all was my doing ! 

mine, mine, be the ruin ! 

But do not, oh do not your Fatima kill I 

Abou Malek {turning away from Fatima). I dare 

not behold thee, — should my arms once enfold thee. 

My purpose, I feci, in a moment would cool. 

Ayesha (aside to Fatima). Yet, yet I would try him — 

with compliments ply him : 

A husband, well flatter'd, is always a fool. — 

Fatima. Is pity so strange to a conqueror's bosom ? 

So slight an offence must such vengeance pursue? 

Ayesha. Was your father a wolf? — was your nurse an 

opossum, 

That your heart docs not melt her distresses to view ? 
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Fatima. When first from the cot of my father you bore 
me, 
I hoped for protection from peril and scorn. 
Abou Malek, Oh horror to see thee thus kneeling 
before me, 
And kneeling in vain ! I have sworn ! I have sworn ! 
[A great noise twVAoH/.jfie of musketry, shouU, dre. 
By Heaven ! are these Arabs so close on my traces ? 

Have the rascals such courage, such conduct and skill? 
For & moment I leave thee, 'twere bliss to reprieve thee. 
Bat hope not, oh hope not to soften my will. [ExU. 
Ayetha. Thank our stars ! he is gone, and the castle's 
surrounded ! 
And — oh ! blessed accident, here are the keys ! 
I swear he shall keep us no longer impounded. 

Make off! — we can get through the postern with ease. 
Ob me ! come again. 

Se-tnter Abod Malek, tcAo eateha Fatima. 
AvESUA escapes. 
Abou Malek. What, ye fiends ! are ye flying ? 

Have ye sold me to fall by the bands of Mount Hot? 
Ayeahn {without). Oh hasten to rescue a lady from dying ! 

Oh hasten, Selim, I'm unbolting the door! 
Ahou Malek. Is it thus? Oh I thank thee for giving 
me rest; 
Thy treason has taken a load from my breast ! 
I can murther thee now without fear of relenting, 
And fall, if my doom is to fall, unrcpenting I 
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But live, while I print a last kiss on thy brow, 
The last and the sweetest ! 

Selim {rushing in with a drawn sabre). Now, murderer, 
now ! 
Turn, infidel Giaour I 

Abou MaUk. Is the lion at bay ? 

Woe, woe to the hunter Avho stands in his way ! [Fight, 

Ila ! Peasant I well fought ! that last thrust was a raker. 

And my business — will soon be — with Monkir — and 

Hakir. [Falls. 

Enter Ayepha and Arabs. 

Abou Malek. Oh prophetess ! prophetess I well hast 
thou said ! 
And Fatima, fear not ! kneel down by my head ! 
Believers — bear witness ! my sins to atone, 
I make her my heiress — tlie castle's her own ! 
Forgive me I farewell — I had more — but 'tis past, 
The first of my wives whom I loved is — the last ! [Dies. 

Shfkh. The Bashaw had a right to devise his estate, 
But the Shckh of Mount Ilor has a hold on his plate ! 

[The SiiEKH and Jii.t Attendants are all loaded with booty. 

FojSiJfia. Alas, my Lord Shekh ! — you can ne'er be 
repaid, 
For your generous assistance I 

Shekh. Pooh I fighting's my trade I 

But, Selim, in my mind, ere your union is hurried, 
Abou Malck had better be handsomely buried. 
Of weddings, poor man I he abundance has seen. 
But *tis always unlucky to marry thirteen ! 
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LIEUTENANT-GEXBRAL SIR ROWLAND HILL, K.B. 

IIiLL ! whose high daring with rencw'd buccgbs 

Hath cfaeer'd our tardy y;ar, what time the cloud 
Of expectation, dark and comfortless, 

Hung on the mountains; and yon factious crowd 
Blasphemed their country's valour, babbling loud ! 

Then was thine arm reveai'd, to whose young might, 
By Toulon's leaguer'd wall, the fiercest bow'd ; 

Whom Egypt honour' d, and the dubious fight 

Of sad Corunna'a winter, and more bright 
Douro, and Talavera'a gory bays; 

Wise, modest, brave, in danger foremost found. — 
So still, young warrior, may thy toil-oam'd praise, 

With England's love and England's honour crown'd. 
Gild with delight thy father's latter days ! 



ON LORD OBIiNVILLE-S INSTALLATION AS CllANCELLOB. 



Ye viewless guardians of these sacred shades, 
Dear dreams of early song, Aonian molds ! — 
And you, illustrious dead ! whose spirits speak 
In each warm flush that tints the student's check, 
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As, wearied with the world, he seeks again 

The page of better times and greater men ; 

If with pure worship we your steps pursue, 

And youth, and health, and rest forgot for you, 

(Whom most we* servo, to whom our lamp burns briglit. 

Through the long toils of not ingrateful night,) 

Yet, yet be prescnti — Let the worldly train 

Mock our cheap joys, and hate our useless strain, 

Intent on freighted wealth, or proud to rear 

The fleece Iberian or the pamper'd steer ; — 

Let sterner science with unwearied eve 

Explore the circling spheres and map the sky; 

His lon;:-drawn mole let lordlv commerce scan, 

And of his iron arch the rainbow span: 

Yet, while, in burning characters imprest, 

The poet's lesson stamps the youthful breast; 

Bids the rapt boy o'er sufloring virtue bleed, 

Adore a brave or bless a gentle deed, 

And in warm feeling from the storied page 

Arise the saint, the hero, or the sage; 

Such be our toil I — Nor doubt we to explore 

The thornv maze of dialectic lore, 

To climb the chariot of the gods, or scan 

The secret workin*:? of the soul of man ; 

Upborne aloft on Plato's eagle flight. 

Or the slow pinion of the Stagy rite. — 

And, those gray spoils of lU-rculanoan pride, 

If au;:ht of vet untasted sweets thev hide; — 

If Padua's sage be there, or art have power 

To wake Menander from his secret bower. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 105 

Such bo our toil I — Nor vain the labour proves, 

Which Oxford honoura, and which Grenville loves! 

— On, eloquent and firm I — ivlioBC warning high 

Pehuked the rising surge of anarchy, 

When, like tliose brethren stars to st'amcn known, 

In kindred splendour Pitt and Grenville shone ; — 

On in thy {glorious course I not yet the wave 

Has ceased to lash the shore, nor storm forgot to rave. 

Go on ! and oh, while adverse factions raise 

To thy pure worth involuntary praise ; 

While Gambia's swarthy tribes thy mercies bless. 

And from thy counsels date their happiness ; 

Say, (for tlihie Isis yet recalls with prido 

Thy youthful triumphs by her leafy side.) 

Say, hast tiiou scorn'd, 'mid pomp, and wealth, and power, 

The sober transjjorts of a studious hoiir? — 

Ifo, stiitcsnian, no! — thy patriot fire was fed 

From the warm embers of the mighty dead ; 

And thy strong spirit's patient grasp combined 

The souls of nges in a single mind, — 

— By arts like these, amidst a world of foes, 

Eye of the earth, th' Athenian glory rose ; — 

Thus last and best of Komans, Drutus shone ; — 

Our Srtuierfl thus, and thus our Clarendon ; 

Such Oihhani was; — such, Grenville, long be lliou, 

Our boast before, — our chief and champion now I — 
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EPITAPH OX A YOUNG XAVAL OFFICER. 

neSIGXEO FOR A TOXB IX A SEAPORT TOWX IN 50RTH WALES. 



Sailor I if vigour nerve thy frame, 
If to high deeds thy soul is strung, 

Revere this stone that gives to fame 

The brave, the virtuous, and the young I — 

For manly beauty deck'd his form, 

His bright eye beam'd with mental power; 

Resistless as the winter storm, 

Yet mild as summer's mildest shower. — 

In war's hoarse rage, in ocean's strife. 
For skill, for force, for mercy known ; 

Still prompt to sliiold a comrade's life, 
And greatly careless of his own. — 

Yet, youthful seaman, mourn not thou 
The fate those artless lines recall: 

No, Cambrian I no, h6 thine the vow, 
Like him to live, like him to fall ! 

But, hast thou known a father's care, 
Who sorrowing sent thee forth to sea ; 

Pour'd for thy weal th* unceasing prayer, 
And thought the sleepless night on thee ? — 

Has e'er thy tender fancy flown, 

AVhen winds were strong and waves were high, 
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Where HsteniDg to the tern peat's moan. 
Thy sisters heaved the anxious sigh ? 

Or in the darkest hour of dread, 

'Mid war's wild din, and ocean's swell, 

Hitst mourn'd a hero brother dead, 
And did that brotlier love thee well ? 



Then pity those whose sorrows flow 
In vain o'er Shipley's empty grave ! — 

— Sailor, thou weep'st : — indulge thy woe ; 
Such tears will not disgrace the brave !— 



FRAGMENT ON ALCHEMY. 

Un tacli of one of tali «il7 nllfg* furtlKl U writtca tho fbUowtug fn^*Dt 

So fares the saf^e, whose mystic labours try 
The tliorny path of fabled alchemy. 
Time, toil, and prnyer, to aid the work conspire, 
And the keen j.iws of dross-devouring fire. 
In one dim pile discordant embers blaxc. 
And stars of adverse influence join their rays ; 
Till every rite perform'd, and liibour sped. 
When the clear furnace ilawns with sacred red. 
From forth the genial warmth and teeming mould. 
The bright-wing'd radiance bursts of infant gold. 



IIW HEBER'S POETICAL WORKS. 



HONOUR ITS OWN REWARD. 

WRITTEN WnEX 14 YEARS OLD. 



Swell, swell the shrill trumpet clear sounding afar, 

Our sabres flash splendour around. 
For freedom has summoned her sons to the war, 

Nor Britain has shrunk from the sound. 

Let plunder's vile thirst the invaders inflame, 

Let slaves for their wages be bold. 
Shall valour the harvest of avarice claim ? 

Shall Britons be bartered for gold ? 

No ! free be our aid, independent our might. 

Proud honour our guerdon alone ; 
Unhired be the hand that we raise in the fight, 

The sword that we brandish our own. 

Still all that we love to our thoughts shall succeed, 

Their image each labour shall cheer. 
For them we will conquer, — for them we will bleed, 

And our pay be a smile or a tear ! 

And oh ! if returning triumpliant we move. 

Or sink on the land tliat we save, 
Oh I blest by his country, his kindred, his love. 

How vast the reward of the brave I 
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TIMOOU'S COUNCILS. 



Kmiks and KhSns in long array, 
To Timour's council bent their way ; 
The lordly Tartar, vaunting high, 
The Persian with dejected eye. 
The vassal Rusa, and, lured from far, 
Circassia's mercenary war. 
But one there came, uncall'd and laat, 
The spirit of the wintry blast! 
He mark'd, while wrapt in mist he stood, 
The purpoaed track of spoil and blood ; 
lie mark'd, unmoved by mortal woe, 
That old man's eye of swarthy glow ; 
That restless soul, whose single pride 
Was cause enough that millions died ; 
lie heard, he saw, till envy woke, 
And thus the voice of thunder spoke : 
"And hop'st thou thus, in pride nnfurl'd. 
To bear those banners through the world ? 
Can time nor space thy toils defy? 
Oh king, thy fcUow-dcmon I ! 
Servants of Death, alike we sweep 
The wasted earth, or shrinking deep. 
And on the land, and o'er the wave. 
We reap the harvest of the grave. 
But thickest then that harvest lies. 
And wildest sorrows rend the skies, 
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In darker cloud the vultures sail, 
And richer carnage taints the gale, 
And few the mourners that remain 
When winter leagues with Tamerlane I 
But on, to work our lord's decree ; 
Then, tyrant, turn, and cope with me I 
And learn, though far thy trophies shine. 
How deadlier are my blasts than thine ' 
Nor cities burnt, nor blood of men. 
Nor thine own pride shall warn thee then I 
Forth to thy task ! We meet again 
On wild Chabanga's frozen plain I" 



THE SPRING JOIRXEY 



In 1S17, the lute ni.«1inp of St. Asmph. Dr. Luxmnre. appointol Kci^innM n.-bor t-* .i 
e>tiill in that ratbixlral. at the rfiiucitt of hift fathcr-iii-l.iw, the Dt-nii of .St. Asnph. IIi> 
journeys iuto Wales became in cousi^iaonco m(»ro frequent, and as he usutillr ma<ie thi-m 
(>u lior^'ltack, he lioi^uiled tlif lonelinosK of the way with pi>etii'al 4>i>mpo^iti<'n8. ^rtMierully 
su^;;e<;t(il by the scenes around bim. From thoiK> lighter effusions of hi.s muM> the foll<.>M in^; 
are ^fleeted.] 

Oil ! green was the corn as I rode on my way, 
And bright were the dews on the blossoms of May, 
And dark was the sycamore's shade to behold, 
And the oak's tender leaf waa of emerald and gold. 

The thrush from his holly, the lark from his cloud. 
Their chorus of rapture sung jovial and loud ; 
From the soft vernal sky, to the soft grassy ground, 
There was beauty above me, beneath, and around. 
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Tlic mild southern breeze brought a shower from the hill, 

And yet though it left me all dropping and chill, 

I felt a new pleasure, as onward I sped, 

To gaze where the rainbow gleam'd broad over head. 

Oh, such be life's journey, and such be our skill. 

To lose in its blessings the sense of its ill^ 

Tlirough sunshine and shower may our progress be even, 

And our tears add a charm to the prospect of Heaven ! 



HAPPINESS. 

One morning in the month of May 

I wander'd o'er the hill ; 
Though nature all around was gay, 

My heart was heavy still. 

Can God, I thought, the good, the great, 
These meaner creatures bless. 

And yet deny our human state 
The boon of happiness 1 

Tell mo, ye woods, yc smiling plains, 

Te blessed birds around, 
Where, in creation's wide domains, 

Can perfect blias be found ? 

The birds wild caroll'd over head, 
The breeze around mc blew, 
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And nature's awful chorus said, 
No bliss for man slie knew I 

I questioned Love, whose early ray 

So heavenly bright appears ; 
And Love, in answer, seemM to say, 

His lidit was dimmM bv tears. 

I questioned Friendship — Friendship mourned, 

And thus her answer gave : 
The friends whom fortune had not turned 

Were vanishM in the grave I 

I askM of Feeling, — if her skill 

Could heal tlie wounded breast? 
And found her sorrows streaming still. 

For others* griefs distrest. 

I askM if Viee could bliss bestow ? 

Vice boasted loud ami well : 
But, fading from her pallid brow, 

The venom 'd roses fell. 

I questiou'd Virtue, — Virtue sigli'd, 

iso boon could she dispense; 
Xur Virtue was her name, she cried. 

Cut humble Penitence I 

I questionM Death. — the grisly sh:ule 

Relax'd his brow severe ; 
And, " I am Happiness." he said. 



*' If Virtue guides thee here I 



»■• 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



OX HEAVENLY AND EARTHLY HOPE, 

Reflected oa the lake, I lovo 
To sec the stars of evening glow, 

So tranquil in the heaven above, 
So restless in the wave below. 

Thus heavenly hope is all serene, 
But earthly hope, how bright soe'er, 

Still fluctuates o'er this changing scene 
As false and fleeting as 'tis fair. 



MAX'S PILGRIMAGE. 



f )il for the morning gleam of youth, the half-unfolded flowiT 
That pparklos in the diamond dew of that sorencr hour, 
AVhat time the broad and level sun shone gaily o'er the 6e:i, 
And in the woods the birds awoke to songs of ecstasy. 
Tlie sun, that gilds the middle arch of man's maturer day. 
Smites heavy on the pilgrim's bead, who plods his dusty 

way ; 
The birds are fled to deeper shades — the dewy flowers are 

dried, 
Ajid hope that with the day was born, before the day has 

died; 
For who can promise to his soul a tranquil eventide ? 
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Yes — though the dew will gleam anew — though from its 

western sky 
The sun will give as mild a ray as morning could supply — 
Though from her tufted thorn again will sing the nightin- 
gale, 
Yet little will the ear of age enjoy the tender tale ; 
And night will find us toiling on with joyless travail worn. 
For day must pa^s, and night must come, before another 
morn. 



FAREWELL. 



WiiEX eyes are beaming 

What never tongue might tell ; 

AVhcn tears are streaming 
From their crystal cell, 

"When hands are linked tliat dread to part, 

And heart is mot by throbbing heart. 

Oh bitter, bitter is the smart 
Of them tliat bid farewell I 

When hope is chidden 

That fain of bliss would tell, 
And love forbidden 

In tlie breast to dwell, 
When, fetterM by a viewless chain, 
AVe turn and gaze and turn again, 
Oh death were mercy to the pain 

Of those that bid farewell I 



MISCKLL.U.'E0U8. 



TIIE OUTWARD-BODND SHIP. 

As borne aloDg with favouring gitle 
Anil Btroamcrs waving bright, 

How gladly sweeps the glancing sail 
O'er yonder sea of light ! 

With painted sides the vessel glides, 
In seeming revelry ; 

And still we hear the sailor's clioor 
Around the capstan tree. 

Is sorrow there where all is fair, 
Where all is outward glee V 

Go, fool, to yonder mariner, 
And he shuU lesson thee ! 

Upon that deck walks tyrant sway 
Wild as his coiiqucr'd wave, 

And marmuring hate that must obey ; 
The captain and his slave. 

And pinching care is lurking there, 

And dark ambition's swell, 
And some that part with bursting heart 

From objects loved too well ; 

And many a grief with gazing fi.'d 

On yonder distuut shore, 
And many a tear in secret slicd 

For friends beheld no more : 
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Yet sails the ship with streamers drcst 
And shouts of seeming glee : 

Oh God ! how loves the mortal breast 
To hide its misery ! 



-— •- 



TO CIIAUXCEY HARE TOWXSIIEXD, 

ON BIS LINES PRAISING TilK TRANgril.I.ITY OF A RIVER. WHILE THE SEA WAS 

UEAUI) ON THE NLICliBOL'RING SHORE. 

(A.1* TowjfsuEXii'a Pocni.f. y. 2uC.) 



Oil Townshend ! eouldst thou linger where scarce a ripple 

play'd 
Across the lily's glossy stem, or beneath the willow's shade. 
And did that mighty chorus allure thy bark in vain, 
The laughter of the dancing waves and music of the main ? 

The breeze may toll his storv uf soft an«l still deliijht. 
As whispering through llie wooilbino buwcr he fans the 

cheek of night, 
But louder, blither, sings tlie wind, liis carol wild and free, 
When the harvest moon sails forth in pride above her sub- 
ject sea. 

I love to thread the little paths the rushy banks between, 
Where Terne, in dewy silence, creeps through the meadow 

green : 
I love to mark the speckled trout beneath the sunbeam lie. 
And skimming past, on filmy wing, the danger-courting fly. 
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I praise the dnrkcr bIiuJows wlicre, o'er tlie runnel lone, 
The regal oak or swarthy pine their giant arms have thrown, 
Or, from hiti eoiich of heather, where Skiddaw bends to view 
The furrows of his rifieJ brow in Dcrwent's miiror blue. 

But not tli.at narrow stillncsa has eqnal eharms for me, 
With thy ten thousand voices, thou broad exulting sea ! 
Tliy shining sands, thy rugged shores, thy breakers rolling 

bright. 
And all thy dim horizon spcck'il with sails of moving light. 

Oft on lliy wonders may I gaze, oft on thy waters ride, 
Oft with no timid arm essay thy dark transparent tide: 
Oft- may thy sound be in my dreams, far inland tlioiigh I be. 
For health and'hope arc in thy song, thou deep full-voiced 



o\ cr.ossixt: thk liAxnK ok iirr.ii laxd between 

STOXK AXI> MAlJKK'l' DBAYXUS, 



Dkead inmate of tho northern zone I 
And hast thou left tliinc aneient throne 

On /.rmbhi's hills of snow. 
Thine arrowy sleet and iey shower 
Oil us, unbroken to thy jiower, 

■\Vith reekless hand to throw '! 
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Enough for us thy milder sway, 
The yellow mist, the shortened day, 

The suii of fainter glow ; 
The frost which scarce our verdure felt. 
And rarely seen, and but to melt, 

The wreath of transient snow. 

I met thee once by Volga's tide, 
Nor fear'd thy terrors to abide 

On Valdai's sullen brow ; 
But little thought on English down 
Thy darkest wrath and fiercest frown 

So soon again to know. 

Oh for my schuhes accustom'd fold, 
Whicli then, in ample bear-skin roll'd, 

Defied thy dread career I 
Oh for the cap of sable warm, 
AVhich guarded then from pinching harm 

My nose, and cheek, and ear I 

Mine old kibitka^ where art thou ? 
Gloves, boots, peketcJi^ — I need ye now, — 

Sold to a Lemberi' Jew I 
In single vest, on Ashley Heath, 
My jilirinking heart is cold as death, 

And fingers ghastly blue I 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO MRS. HEBER. 

If thou wert by my side, my love, 
How fast would evening fail 

In green Bengala'B palmy grove, 
Listening the nightingale ! 

If thou, my love, wert by my aide, 

My babies at my knee. 
How gaily would our pinnace glide 

O'er Gunga'e mimic sea ! 

I miss thee at the dawning gray, 
When, on our deck reclined. 

In careless case my limba I lay 
And woo the cooler wind. 

I miss thee when by Gunga's stream 

My twilight steps I guide, 
But most beneath the lamp's pale beam 

I miss tbcG from my side. 

I spread my books, my pencil try 
The lingering noon to chocr, 

But miss ttiy kind approving eye. 
Thy meek attentive car. 

But when of mora and eve the star 

Beholds mo on my knee, 
I feel, though thou art distant far, 

Thy prayers ascend for mc. 
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Then on ! then on ! where duty leads, 

My course be onward still, 
O'er broad Hindostan's sultry mead, 

O'er bleak Almorah's hill. 

That course nor Delhi's kingly gates, 

Nor wild Malwah detain ; 
For sweet tlie bliss us both awaits 

By yonder western main. 

Thy towers, Bombay, gleam bright, they say. 

Across the dark blue sea. 
But ne'er were hearts so light ana gay 

As then shall meet in thee ! 



AX EVEXIXG WALK IX BEXGAL. 



Our task is done ! on Gunga's breast 

The sun is sinking down to rest ; 

And, moor'd beneath the tamarind bough. 

Our bark has found its harbour now. 

With furled sail and painted side 

Behold the tiny frigate ride. 

Upon her deck, 'mid charcoal gleams, 

The Moslem's savoury supper steams ; 

While all apart beneath the wood, 

The Hindoo cooks his simpler food. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 

Gome walk with me tlic jung]o througli. 
If yontlcr hunter told us true, 
Far off in desert dank and rude, 
The tiger holds its solitude : 
Nor (taught by recent harm to ahun 
The thunders of the English gun) 
A dreadful guest but rarely seen. 
Returns to scare the village green. 
Come boldly on ! no venom'd snako 
Can shelter in so coo! a brake. 
Child of the Sun ! he loves to lie 
'Midst Nature's embers, parch'd and dry, 
Where o'er some tower in ruiu laid, 
The peepul spreads its haunted ahndo; 
Or round a ti^mh his scales to wreathe, 
Fit warder in the gate of Death. 
Come on ! yet pause ! Behold ua now 
Beneath the bamboo's arched bough, 
Where gcniining oft that sacred gloom 
Glows tlio geranium's scarlet bloom,* 
And winds our path through many a bower 
Of fragrant tree and giant flower; 
The Cciba'a crimson pomp disjilny'd 
O'er the broad plantain's Iiumhler shade. 
And dusk anana'.-* prickly glade ; 
While o'er the brake, so wild and fair 
The betel waves his crest in air. 



aavd Um Indiu gennJuE 
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With pendent train and rushing wings 

Aloft the gorgeous peacock springs ; 

And he the bird of hundred dyes,* 

Whose plumes the dames of Ava prize. 

So rich a shade, so green a sod, 

Our English fairies never trod ! 

Yet \>'ho in Indian bowers has stood, 

But thought on England's "good greenwood I'* 

And blessM, beneath the palmy shade. 

Her hazel and her hawthorn glade, 

And breath'd a prayer, (how oft in vain !) 

To gaze upon lier oaks again ? 

A truce to thought, — the jackal's cry 

Resounds like sylvan revelry ; 

And tlirough the trees yon fiiiliiig ray 

Will scantly serve to guide our way. 

Yet mark, as fade the upper skies, 

Each thicket opes ten thousand eyes. 

Before, beside us, and above, 

The fire-fly li^rlits his lamp of love. 

Retreating, chasing, sinking, soaring. 

The darkness of the copse exploring. 

While to this cooler air confest. 

The broad Dhatura bares her breast, 

Of fragrant scent and virgin white, 

A pearl around the locks of night ! 

Still as we pass in soften'd hum 

Along the breezy alleys come 

The village song, the horn, the drum. 

* The Sfncharun^ 



MISCELLANEOUS. 

Still aa we pass, from bush and briar, 
Tlio shrill Cigala strikes his lyre ; 
And, what is she whose liquid strain 
Thrills through yon copse of sugar-cane ? 
I know that aoul~en trancing swell, 
It is — it must he — Philomel ! 
E DO ugh, enough, the rustling trees 
Announce a shower upon the breeze. 
The flashes of the summer sky 
Assume a deeper, ruddier dye ; 
Yon lamp that trembles on the stream, 
From forth our cabin sheds its beam ; 
And we must early sleep to find 
Betimes the morning's healthy wind. 
But oh ! with thankful hearts confess 
E'en here there may he happiness ; 
And lie, the bounteous Sire, haa given 
nis peace on earth, — his hope of Heaven ! 



INSCRIPTION. 



"Ask ye why around mo twine 
Tendrils of the Gascon vine ? 
Ask yc, why in martial pride, 
Sculptured laurels deck my side, 
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Blended with that noble tree. 
Badge of Albion's liberty ? 
Cambria me, for glory won 
By the waves of broad Garonne, 
Sends to greet her bravest son ; 
Proved beyond the western deep, 
By rebel clans on Ulster's steep ; 
Proved, where first, on Gallia's plain, 
The banisli*d lily bloom'd again ; 
And proved where ancient bounty calls 
The traveller to his father's halls I 
Nor marvel, then, that round me twine 
The oak, the laurel, and the vine: 
For thus was Cambria wont to see 
Her Hirlas-horn of victory: 
Nor Cambria e'er, in days of yore, 
To worthier chief the Ilirlas bore I" 



THE WKLL OF OBLIVIOX. 

SUGGESTED DY A STAX7\ IN TKE DKLAXDu IXXAMORATO OP DOIARIK). 



There is, thov sav, a secret well. 
In Ardennes' forest gray, 

Whose waters boast a numbing spell, 
That memory must obey. 

Who tastes the rill so cool and calm 
In passion's wild distress, 



MISCELLANEOUS. 

Their breasts imbibe the sullen balm 
Of deep forgetfulneas. 

And man; a maid has sought the grove, 

And bow'd beside the wave ; 
But few have borne to lose the love 

That vorc them to the grave. 

Ko! by these tears, wliose ceaseless smart 

My reason chides in vain ; 
By all the secret of a heart 

That never told its pain ; 

By all the walks that once were dear, 
Beneath the greenwood bough ; 

By all the songs that soothed his car 
Who will not listen now ; 

By every dream of hope gone by 
That haunts my slumber yet, — 

A love-sick heart may long to die. 
But never to forget I 



THE ORACLE. 



To Phoebus' shrine three youths of fame, 
A wrestler, boxer, racer came. 

And begg'd the Delphic god to say, 
Which from the next Olympic game 
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Should bear the envied wreath away ? 
And thus the oracle decided : — 

" Be victors all, brave youths, this day. 
Each in your several arts ! — provided 
That none outstrip the racer sfeetj 
None at his trade the boxer beatj 

None in the dust the wrestler lay ! 




n Y M N s. 



it 



n Y SI N s. 



ADVENT SUNDAY. 

IIosANSA to the living Lord ! 
Ilosanna to the incarnate Word ! 
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King, 
Let earth, let Heaven, Iloaanna sing ! 

Ilosaana ! Lord ! Ilosanna in the highest I 

Ilosanna, Lord! Thine angels cry ; 
Ilosanna, Lord ! Thy saints reply ; 
Above, beneath ua, and around, 
The dead and living swell tlic sound 

Hosanna ! Lord ! Ilosanna in the highest ! 

Oh, Saviour ! with protecting care. 
Return to this Thy house of prayer ! 
Assembled in Thy sacred name, 
Where we Thy parting promise claim ! 

Ilosanna ! Lord ! Ilosanna in the highest ! 

But, chiefest, tn our cicansiid breast. 
Eternal ! bid Thy spirit rest, 
And make our sccrot soul to be 
A temple pure, and worthy Thee ! 

Hosanna! Lord! Ilosanna in tho highest ? 
(210) 
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So, in the last and dreadful day, 
AVhen earth and heaven shall melt awa j. 
Thy flock, redcem'd from sinful stain, 
Shall swell the sound of praise again : 

Hosanna ! Lord ! Hosanna in the highest ! 



SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

NO. I. 

The Lord will come I the earth shall quake, 
The hills their fixed seat forsake ; 
And, withering, from the vault of night 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

The Lord will come I but not the same 

As once in lowly form He came, 

A silent Lamb to slaughter led, 

The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

The Lord will come ! a dreadful form. 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm, 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind. 
Anointed Judge of human-kind I 

Can this be lie who wont to strav 

A pilgrim on the world's highway ; 

By power oppressM, and mock'd by pride ? 

Oh God ! is this the crucified ? 



IIVM.V3. 

Go, tyranta ! to the rocks complain ! 
Go, seek the tnoontainB cleft in vain ! 
But faith, victorious o'er the tomb, 
Shall sing for joy — the Lord b come I 



SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

In the sun and moon and stars 
Signs and wonders there shall be ; 

Earth shall quake with inward wars, 
Nations with perplexity. 

Soon shall ocean's hoary deep, 

Tosa'd with stronger tempests, rise; 

Darker storms the mountains sweep, 
Redder lightning rend the skies. 

Evil tlioughts shall shake tlie proud, 
Racking doubt and restless fear ; 

And, amid the thunder-clood. 
Shall the Judge of men appear. 

But though from that awful face 

Heaven shall fade and earth shall fly; 

Fear not yc, His chosen race, 
Your redemption draweth nigh ! 
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TUIRD SUNDAY IX AD\T:XT. 

On, Saviour, is Thy promise fled ? 

Nor longer might Thy grace endure. 
To heal the sick and raise the dead, 

And preach Thy Gospel to the poor ? 

Come Jesus ! come ! return again ; 

With brighter beam Thy servants bless, 
"Who long to feel thy perfect reign, 

And share Thy kingdom's happiness ! 

A feeble race, by passion driven, 
In darkness and in doubt we roam, 

And lift our anxious eves to Heaven, 
Our hope, our harbour, and our home ! 

Yet, 'mid the wild and wintry gale, 
When death rides darklv o'er the sea. 

And stren;rth and earthlv darin<r fail. 
Our prayers, Redoenicr I rest on Thee ! 

Come, Jesus ! come I and, as of vorc 
The prophet went to clear Thy way, 

A harbin<rer Thv feet before, 

A dawning to Thy brighter day : 

So now may grace with heavenly shower 
Our stony hearts for truth prepare ; 

Sow in our souls the seed of power, 

Then come and reap Thy harvest there ! 



FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

The world is grown old, and her pleasures are past ; 
The world is grown old, and her form maj not last ; 
The world is grown old, and trembles for fear ; 
For sorrows abound, and judgment is near ; 

The sun in the heaven ia languid and pale; 
And feeblo and few are the fruits of the vale : 
And the hearts of the nations fail them for fear, 
For the world is grown old, and judgment is near \ 

The king on his throne, the bride in Ucr bower, 
The children of pleasure all feel the sad hour ; 
The roses are faded, and tasteless tlie cheer. 
For the world is grown old, and judgment is near ! 

The world is grown old ! — but should we complain, 
Who have tried her and know that lier promise ia vain ? 
Our heart is in Heaven, our home is not hero. 
And we look for our crown when judgment is near. 



CHRISTMAS DAY. 

On Saviour, whom this holy morn 
Gave to our world bolow ; 

To mortal want and labour born. 
And more than mortal woe I 
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Incarnate Word ! by every grief, 
By each temptation tried, 

"Who lived to yield our ills relief, 
And to redeem us died ! 

If gaily clothed and proudly fed. 
In dangerous wealth we dwell ; 

Remind us of Thy manger bed, 
And lowly cottage cell ! 

If prest by poverty severe. 
In envious want we pine, 

Oh may the Spirit whisper near 
How poor a lot was Thine ! 

Through fickle fortune's various scene 
From sin preserve us free ! 

Like us thou hast a mourner been, 
May we rejoice with Thee I 



- ♦ 



ST. STEPIIE\-S DAY. 



The Son of God goes forth to war, 



A kingly crown to gain : 
His blood-red banner streams afar ! 
Who follows in His train ? 

"Who best can drink his cup of woe. 
Triumphant over pain. 




Who pnticnt boara bis cross below, 
lie follows in Ills train ! 

The martyr first, wbose eagle eye 
CouM i)iorce beyond the grave ; 

Who saw hid Master in the sky, 
And call'd on Ilim to save. 

Like Ilim, with pardon on his tongue 

In midst of mortal pain, 
lie pray'd for tbein that did the wrong ! 

Who follows in bis train ? 

A glorious band, tho chosen few 

On whom tho 8pirit came ; 
Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew, 

And mock'd the cross and flame. 

Thoy met tho tyrant's brandisli'd steel, 

The lion's govy mane ; 
They bow'd their necks tho death to feel ! 

Who follows iu their train? 

A noblo iinny — men and hoys. 

The matron and tho maid, 
Around the Saviour's throne rejoice. 

In robes of light array'd. 

They cliiub'd tho steep ascent of Heaven, 

Throiijrh peril, toil, and pain ! 
Oh Goil ! to ns may grace be given 

To follow in their train ! 
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ST. JOHN THE EVAXGELIST'S DAY. 

On Goil ! who gav'st Thy servant grace. 
Amid the storms of life distrest, 

To look on tliine incarnate face, 

And lean on Thy protecting breast : 

To see the light that dimly shone, 
Eclipsed for us in sorrow pale, 

rare ima«je of the Eternal One I 

Throudi shadows of Thv mortal veil I 

Be ours, Kinf' of Mercv I still 
To feel Thy presence from ahove. 

And in TJiv word, and in Thv will, 

To hear Tliy voice and know Thy love ; 

And wlion the toils of life are done. 
And nature waits Thv droail decree, 

To find our rest beneath Thv throne. 
And look, in humble hope, to Thee. 



IXXOCEXT'S DAY. 

r>ii weep not o'er thy children's t^mb 

Rachul, weep not so ; 
The bud is cropt by martyrdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow I 



Firstlinga of faith ! the murderer's knife 
Has miss'd its deadliest aim : 

Tlie God for whom they gave their life, 
For thorn to suffer came ! 

Though feeble were their days and feii', 

Baptized in blood and pain, 
He knows them, whom they never knew, 

And they shall live again. 

Then weep not o'er thy children's tomb ; 

Rachel, weep not so ! 
The bud is cropt by martyrdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow ! 



EPIPHANY. 

Brioute?! and best of tlie sons of the mornin? I 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us Thine aid ; 

Star of thu Kiist, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 

Cold on Ills cradle the dow-drops are shining. 
Low lies Ills head with the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore Ilim in slumber reclining. 
Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all ! 

Say, shall we yield Ilim, in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom and offerings divine ? 
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Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation : 

Vainly with ^jifts would His favour secure : 

Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning I 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us Thine aid ; 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 



riKST SUNDAY AFTEll EPIPHANY 

NO. I. 

Auask'd be all tlio boast of iigo ! 

Re hoarv learning' dumb I 

Expounder uf tlio mystic J^ago, 

Rohold an Infant come I 

Oh Wi<dom, whose unfading power 
Beside the Eternal stood, 

To frame, in nature's earliest liour, 
The land, the sky, the ilood : 

Yet didst not thou disdain awhile 

An infant form to wear ; 
To bless Thv mother with a smile. 

And lisp Thy falter'd prayer. 



But in Thy Father's own ahodc, 
With Israel's elders round, 

Conversing high with Israel's God, 
Thy chicfest joy was found. 

So may oar youth adore Thy name ! 

And, Saviour, deign to bless 
With fostering grace the timid llamo 

Of early holiness ! 



FIRST SUNDAY AFTEll Eni'ILVXT. 



By cool Siloam's shady rill 

How sweet the lily grows ! 
How sweet the breath heneuth the hill 

Of Sharon's dewy rose ! 

Lo ! sucli the child whose early feet 
The paths of peace have trod ; 

Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, 
Is upward drawn to God ! 

By cool Siloam's shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 
The rose that blooms beneath the hill 

Must shortly fade away. 

And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 
Of man's maturer ago 
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Will shake the soul with sorrow's power. 
And stormy passion's rage I 

Thou, whose infant feet were found 

"Within Thy Father's shrine ! 
"Whose years, with changeless virtue crown' J, 

"Were all alike Divine ; 

Dependent on Thy bounteous breath, 

"We seek Thy grace alone, 
In chihlhood, manhood, age, and death. 

To keep us still Thine own ! 



SECOXD SUNDAY AFTER EPIPUAXY. 

so. 1. 

On hand of bounty, largely sprea<l, 
By whom our every want is fed, 
Whate'er wc touch, or taste, or soc, 
"We owe them all. oh Lord I to Thee : 
The corn, the oil, the purple wine. 
Are all Thy gifts, and only Thine I 

The stream Thv word to nectar dvod. 
The bread Thy blessing multiplied. 
The stormy wind, the whelming flood. 
That silent at Thv mandate stood, 
How well they knew Thy voice Divine, 
"Whose works they were, and only Thine I 



MliHCELlASEOl'S. 

Though now no more on earth wc trace 
Thy footsteps of celestial grace, 
Obedient to Tliy word and will 
We seek Thy daily mercy still ; 
Its blessed beams around us shine, 
And Thine wc are, and only Thine! 



SF.COXU SLXDAY AFTKR EPiniASY. 



Incarnate Word, who, wont to dwell 
In lowly shape and cottage cell. 
Didst not refuse a guest to be, 
At Cana'a poor festivity : 

Oil, when our sou! from earo is free. 
Then, t^iiviowr, may we think on Tliee, 
And, seated at the festal board, 
In faney's eye behold ihc Lord. 

Then may wc seem, in fancy's ear, 
Thy manna- dropping tongue to hear. 
And think, — oven now, Tliy searching gaze 
Each secret of our soul surveys ! 

So may such joy, chastised anil pure, 
Beyond the bounds of earth endure! 
Nor pleasure in the wounded mind 
Shall leave a rankling sting behind. 
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SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EPIPIIAXY, 

NO. III. 

AViiEN on her Maker's bosom 
The new-born Earth was laid, 

And Nature's opening blossom 
Its fairest bloom display'd; 

"When all with ftuit and flowers 
The laughing soil was drest, 

And Eden's fragrant bowers 
Received their human guest ; 

No sin his face defiling, 
The heir of nature stood, 

And God, benignly smiling, 
Beheld that all was good I 

Yet, in that hour of blessing, 
A sin^rle want was known ; 

A wisli tlic heart distressing ; 
Fur Adam was alone I 

Oil God of pure affection ! 

By men and saints adored, 
Who gavest Tliy protection 

To Cana's nuptial board ; 

May such Thy bounties ever 
To wedded love be shown, 

And no rude hand dissever 

"Whom Thou hast link'd in one ! 



THIRD SDNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 
Lord ! viiioae love, in power excelling, 

Wasli'd the leper's stain away, 
Jesua ! from Thy heavenly dwelling, 

Uear us, help us, when we pray ! 

From the filth of vice and folly. 
From infuriate passion's rage. 

Evil thoughts and hopes unholy, 
Heedless youth and sel&sh ago ; 

From the lusts whose deep pollutions 
Adam's ancient taint disclose. 

From the Tempter's dark intrusions, 
Restless doubt and blind repose ; 

From the miser's cursM treasure, 
From the drunkard's jest obscene, 

From the world, its pomp and pleasure, 
Jesus ! Master ! make us clean ! 



FOURTH SIXDAY AFTER EPIPIIAXY. 

When through the torn sail the wild tempest is streaming, 
When o'er the dark wave the red lightning is gleaming, 
Nor hope lends a ray the poor seamen to cherish, 
We fly to our Maker — " Help, Lord ! or we peristi !" 
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Oh Jesus ! once tos8*d on the breast of the billow. 
Aroused by the shriek of despair from Thy pillow. 
Now, seated in glory, the mariner cherish, 
Who cries in his danger — " Help, Lord ! or we perish !" 

And oh, when the whirlwind of passion is raging. 
When hell in our heart his wild warfare is waging. 
Arise in Thy strength Thy redeemed to cherish, 
Rebuke the destroyer — "Help, Lord! or we perish I" 



FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

No. II. 

TuE winds were howling o'er the deep, 

Each wave a wat'ry hill, 
The Saviour waken'd from His sleep. 

He spake and all was still. 

The madman in a tomb liad made 

His mansion of despair ; 
Woe to the traveller who stray \1 

With heedless footstep there I 

The chains hung broken from his arm. 




And, melting at Messiah's feet. 
Wept like a wcan^il child. 

Oh madder than the raging man I 

Oh deafer than the sea ; 
How long the time eioce Christ began 

To call in vain on me ? 

He call'd me when my thoughtless prime 

Was early ripe to ill ; 
I pass'd from folly on to crime, 

And yet He call'd me still. 

He call'd mc in the time of dread. 
When death was full in view, 

I trembled on my feverish bed, 
And rose to aia anew ! 

Yet could I iienr Him once again 

As I have heard of old, 
Methinks ho should not call in vain 

His wanderer to the fold. 

Oh Thou that every thought canst know, 

And answer every prayer ; 
Oh give me sickness, want, or woe, 

But snatch mo from despair ! 

My struggling will hy grace control. 

Renew iny hrokcn vow ! 
What blessed light breaks on my soul ? 

God ! I hear Thee now. 
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SFPTUAGESIMA SUNDAY. 

The God of Glory walks His round, 
From day to day, from year to year, 

And warns us each with awful sound, 
" No longer stand ye idle here I 

" Ye whose young cheeks are rosy bright. 
Whose hands are strong, whose hearts are clear, 

Waste not of hope the morning light ! 
Ah fools ! why stand ye idle here? 

" Oh, as the griefs ye would assuage 

That wait on life's declining year. 
Secure a blessing for your age. 

And work your Maker's business here ! 

" And ye, whose locks of scanty gray 

Foretell your latest travail near. 
How swiftly fades your worthless day ! 

And stand ye yet so idle here ? 

" One hour remains, there is but one ! 

But many a shriek and many a tear 
Through endless years the guilt must moan 

Of moments lost and wasted here !** 

Thou, by all thy works adored. 

To whom the sinner's soul is dear. 
Recall us to Thy vineyard. Lord I 

And grant us grace to please Thee here ! 



SEXAGESIMA SUNDAY. 
On God I by whom the seed is given ; 

By whom the harvest blest ; 
Whose word, like manna showcr'd from Heaven, 

Is planted in our breast ; 

Preserve it from the passing feet, 

And plunderers of the air ; 
The saltry sun's intenser heat, 

And weeds of worldly care ! 

Though buried deep or thinly strewn, 

Do Thou Thy graee supply ; 
The hope in earthly furrows sown 

Shall ripen in the sky ! 



QUIXQUACESIMA. 
Lord of Mevey and of Might, 
Of mankind the life nnd light, 
Maker, Teacher infinite, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 

Who, when sin's primscval doom 
Gave creation to the tomb, 
Didst not scorn a Virgin's womb, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 
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Strong Creator, Saviour mild, 
Humbled to a mortal child, 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 
Jesus, bear and save ! 

Throned above celestial things. 
Borne aloft on angels' wings. 
Lord of lords, and King of kings, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 

Soon to come to earth again. 
Judge of angels and of men. 
Hear us now, and hear us then, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 



THIRD SUNDAY IX LENT, 

ViRGix-BORN I we bow before Thee ! 
Blessed was the womb that bore Thee ! 
Mary, mother meek and mild, 
Blessed was she in her child I 

Blessed was the breast that fed Thee ! 
Blessed was the hand that led Thee ! 
Blessed was the parent's eye 
That watch'd Thy slumbering infancy I 

Blessed she by all creation. 

Who brought forth the world's Salvation ! 

And blessed they, for ever blest. 

Who love Thee most and serve Thee best I 



■ HYMNS. 



Virgin-born ! we bow before Thee ! 
Blessed was the womb that bore Thee ! 
Mary, mother meek ami mil<1, 
1 was she in her child I 



FOUKTII Sl'XDAY IS LENT. 
Oil King of eiirth nnd air and sea ! 
The hungry ravens cry to Thee; 
To Tliec the scaly tribes that sweep 
The bosom of the boundless deep; 

To Thee the lions roarinir call, 
The common Father, kind to all ! 
Then grant Thy scrvanfs, Lord ! we pray, 
Our daily bi-cad from day to day ! 

The fishes may for food complain ; 
The ravens spread their wings in vain ; 
The roaring lions lack and pine ! 
But, God ! Thou careat still for Thine ! 

Thy bounteous! hand with food can bless 
The bleak and lonely wildeniess ; 
And Thou hast taught us, Lord ! to pray 
For daily bread from day to day! 

And oh, when through the wilds wc roam 
That part us from our heavenly home ; 
When lost in danger, want, and woe, 
Our faithless tears begin to flow ; 
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Do Thou Thy gracious comfort give, 
By which alone the soul may live ; 
And grant Thy servants, Lord ! we pray. 
The bread of life from day to day ! 



FIFTH SUNDAY IX LENT. 

Oh Thou whom neither time nor space 
Can circle in, unseen, unknown, 

Nor faith in boldest flight can trace, 
Save through Thy Spirit and Thy Son ! 

And Thou that from Thy bright abode, 
To us in mortal weakness shown, 

Didst graft the manhood into God, 
Eternal, co-eternal Son ! 

And Thou, whose unction from on high 
By comfort, light, and love is known ! 

Who, with the parent Deity, 
Dread Spirit ! art for ever one ! 

Great First and Last ! Thy blessing give ! 

And grant us faith. Thy gift alone. 
To love and praise Thee while we live, 

And do whatever Thou wouldst have done I 



SIXTH SUNDAY IX LENT. 
TeB Lord of Might, from Sinai's brow, 

Gave forth Ills voice of thunder ; 
And Israel lay on earth below, 

Outstrotch'd in fear and wonder. 
Beneath His feet was pitcbj night, 
And at Ilia left hand and Ilia right, 

The rocks were rent asunder ! 

Tho Lord of Love, on Calvary, 
A meek and suffering stranger, 

Upraised to Heaven Ilia languid eye, 
In nature's hour of danger. 

For ua lie bore the weight of woe, 

For us He gave Ilis blood to flow, 
And met His Father's anger. 

The Lord of Love, tho Lord of Might, 

The King of all created. 
Shall back return to claim Hia right, 

On clouds of glory seated ; 
With trumpet-sound and angcI-song, 
And hallelujahs loud and long 

O'er death and hell defeated ! 
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GOOD FRIDAY. 

Oh more than merciful ! whose bounty gave 
Thy guiltless self to glut the greedy grave I 
Whose heart was rent to pay Thy people's price ; 
The great Iligh-priest at once and sacrifice ! 
Help, Saviour, by thy cross and crimson stain, 
Xor let thy glorious blood be spilt in vain ! 

When sin with flowery garland hides her dart, 
When tyrant force would daunt the sinking heart. 
When fleshly lust assails, or worldly care. 
Or the soul flutters in the fowler's snare, — 
Help, Saviour, by Thy cross and crimson stain, 
Nor let thy glorious blood be spilt in vain I 

And, chiefest then, when nature yields the strife 
And mortal darkness wraps the gate of life ; 
When the poor spirit from the tomb set free. 
Sinks at Thy feet and lifts its hope to Thee, — 
Help, Saviour, by Thy cross and crimson stain, 
Xor let Thy glorious blood be spilt in vain. 



EASTER DAY. 



God is gone up with a merry noise 

Of saints that sing on high. 
With His own right hand and His holy arm 

He hath won the victory ! 



HYMNS. 218 



Now empty are the courts of death, 
And crushM thy sting, despair ; 

And roses bloom in the desert tomb. 
For Jesus hath been there ! 

And he hath tamed the strength of Hell, 
And dragg'd him through the sky, 

And captive behind His chariot wheel. 
He hath bound captivity. 

God is gone up with a merry noise 

Of saints that sing on high ; 
With his own right hand and His holy arm 

He hath won the victory ! 



FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 

Life nor Death shall us dissever 
From His love who reigns for ever : 
Will He fail us ? Never ! Never I 
When to Him we cry ! 

Sin may seek to snare us, 
Fury Passion tear us ! 
Doubt and Fear, and grim Despair, 
Their fangs against us try ; 

But His might shall still defend us, 
And His blessed Son befriend us, 
And His Holy Spirit send us 
Comfort ere we die ! 
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ASCENSION DAY AND SUNDAY AFTER. 

" Sit Thou on my right hand, my Son I" saith the Lord. 
" Sit Thou on my right hand, my Sou I 

Till in the fatal hour 

Of my wrath, and my power, 
Thy foes shall he a footstool to Thy throne I'* 

" Prayer shall be made to Thee, my Son I*' saith the Lord. 
" Prayer shall be made to Thee^ my Son I 
From earth and air and sea, 
And all that in them be. 
Which Thou for thine heritage hast won I" 

'' Daily be Thou praised, my Son I'* saith the Lord. 
'' Daily be Thou praised, my Son I 

And all that live and move. 

Let them bless Thv bleed! ii<r love. 
And the work which Thv worthiness hath done I" 



WHITSUNDAY. 

Spirit of Truth I on this Thy day 

To Thee for help we cry, 
To guide us through the dreary way 

Of dark mortality. 

We ask not. Lord I Thy cloven flame, 
Or tongues of various tone ; 
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But loDg Thy praises to proclaim 
With fervour in our own. 

Wc mourn not that proplietic skill 

Is found on earth no more; 
Enough for us to trace Thy will 

In Scripture's sacred lore. 

"We neither have nor seek the power 

111 demons to control ; 
But Thou, in dark temptation's hour, 

Shalt chase them from the soul. 

No heavenly harpings soothe our ear. 

No mystic dreams we share ; 
Yet hope to feel Thy comfort near, 

And bless Thee in our prayer. 

When tongues shall cease and power decay, 

And knowledge empty prove, 
Do Thou Thy trembling servants stay 

With Faith, with Hope, with Love ! 



TKIXITY SrXDAY. 



Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty I 

Early in the morning our song shall rise to thee ; 

Holy, holy, holy ! mercilul and mighty I 
God in three persons, blessed Trinity ! 
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Holy, holy, holy ! all the saints adore Thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea ; 

Cherubim and seraphim falling down before Thee, 
Which wert and art and evermore shalt be I 

Holy, holy, holy ! Though the darkness hide Thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see, 

Only Thou art holy, there is none beside Thee, 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity ! 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty I 

All Thy works shall praise Thy name in earth and sky 
and sea. 
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty ! 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity ! 



irIRST SUNDAY AFTKR TRINITY. 

>'0. I. 

Room for the proud I Ye sons of clay, 
From far his sweeping pomp survey. 
Nor, rashly curious, dug the way 
His chariot wheels before I 

Lo ! with what scorn his lofty eye 
Glances o'er age and poverty, 
And bids intruding; conscience liv 
Far from his palace door ! 



Koom for the proud ! but bIow the feet 
That bear his coffin down tho street: 
And dismal sccins his it in ding-si icct 
Wlio purple lately wore ! 

All ! where must now his spirit fly 
In naked, trembling itgony; 
Or how shall lie for mercy cry, 

Who show'd it not before! 

Koom for the proud ! in ghastly state 
The lordrt of hell his coming wait, 
And flinging wide the dreadful gate 
Tliat shuts to ope no more. 

" Lo here with us the seat," they err, 
" For liiin who niock'd at poverty, 
And bade intriiding conscience fly 
Far from his ]iu1ace door." 



FUtST Sl'.Vn.lY AFTER TltiNITT. 

The feeble pulse, the gasping breath, 
The cloiiclied teeth, the glazed eye. 

Are these thy sting, thou dreadful death ? 
grave, are those thy victory ! 

The Diouriicrs by our parting bed, 
Tho wife, the children weeping nigh, 
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The dismal pageant of the dead, — 
These, these are not thy victory ! 

But from the mucli-loved world to part, 
Our lust untamed, our spirit high, 

All nature struggling at the heart, 
Which, dying, feels it dare not die I 

To dream through life a gaudy dream 
Of pride and pomp and luxury. 

Till waken'd by the nearer gleam 
Of burning boundless agony ; 

To meet o'er-soon our angry King, 
Whose love Tve pass'd unheeded by ; 

Lo this, death, thy deadliest sting I 
grave, and this thy victory I 

searcher of the secret heart. 

Who deign'd for sinful man to die I 

Restore us ere the spirit part. 
Nor give to hell the victory I 



SECOND SrXDAY AFTER TKIXITY. 

FoRTU from the dark and stormv skv, 
Lord, to Thine altar's shade we flv ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear. 
Saviour, we seek Thy shelter here : 



Weary and weak, Thy grace wo pray 
Turn not, Lord ! Thy gueats away 
Long have we roam'd in want and pai 
Long have we sought Thy rest in vain ; 
Wilder'd in doubt, in darkness lost, 
Long have our souls been terapcst-tost : 
Low at Thy feet our sins wc lay ; 
Turn not Lord ! Tliy guests away ! 



THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

There was joy in Heaven ! 
There was joy in Heaven ! 
When this goodly world to frame 
The Lord of miyht and mercy came: 
Shouts of joy were heard on high, 
And the stars sang from the sky — 
" Glory to God in Ucavcn !" 

There was joy in Ilcarcn ! 
There was joy in Heaven ! 
When the billows, heaving dark. 
Sank around the stranded ark, 
And the rainbow's watery span 
Spake of mercy, hope to man, 
And peace with God in Heaven ! 

There was joy in Heaven ! 
There was joy in Heaven ! 
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"When of love the midnight beam 
Dawn'd on the towers of Bethlehem ; 
And along the echoing hill 
Angels sang — " On earth good will, 
And glory in the Heaven I' 
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There is joy in Heaven I 
There is joy in Heaven I 
When the sheep that went astray 
Turns again to virtue's way ; 
"When the soul, by grace subdued, 
Sobs its prayer of gratitude, 
Then is there joy in Heaven ! 



FOUllTII SUXDAY AFTER TRIXITY. 

I PRAISED the earth, in boautv seen 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I praised the sea, wliuse ample field 
Shone glorious as a silver shield : 
And earth and ocean seeui'd to sav, 
'' Our beauties are but for a dav I" 

I praised the sun, whose chariot roll'd 
On wheels of amber and of ijold ; 
I praised the moon, whose softer eye 
Gleam'd sweetly through the summer sky I 
And moon and sun in answer said, 
" Our days of liffht are numbered I'* 



God ! Good beyond compare ! 

If tbua Thy meaner works are fair! 

If tbua Thy bouDties gild the span 

Of ruin'd earth and einful man, 

How glorious must the mansion be 

^Vhere Tby redecm'd shall dwell with Tbcc ! 



FIFTH SliXDAY AFTER TRIKITr. 

Creator of the rolling flood ! 

On whom thy people hope alone ; 
Who cam'st by water and by blood, 

For man's offences to atone : 

Who from the labours of the deop 
Didst set Tliy servant Peter free, 

To feed on earth Thy chosen sheep. 
And build an endless church to Thee. 

Grant us, devoid of worldly care, 
And leaning on Thy bounteous hand, 

To seek Tby help in humble prayer, 
And on Thy sacred rock to stand: 

And when, our livelong toil to crown, 
Thy call shall set the spirit free, 

To cast with joy our burthen down, 
And rise, Lord ! and follow Thee I 
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SEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

When spring unlocks the flowers to paint the laughing soil ; 
When summer's balmy showers refresh the mower's toil ; 
When winter binds in frosty chains the fallow and the flood. 
In God the earth rejoiceth still, and owns his Maker good. 

The birds that wake the morning, and those that love the 

shade ; 
The winds that sweep the mountain or lull the drowsy glade, 
The sun that from his amber bower rejoiceth on his way. 
The moon and stars, their Master's name in silent pomp 

display. 

Shall man, the lord of nature, expectant of the sky, 
Shall man, alone unthankful, his little praise deny? 
No, let the year forsake his course, the seasons cease to be. 
Thee, Master, must we always love, and, Saviour, honour 
Thee. 

The flowers of spring may wither, the hope of summer fade. 
The autumn droop in winter, the birds forsake the shade ; 
The winds be lull'd — the sun and moon forget their old 

decree. 
But we in nature's latest hour, Lord I will cling to Thee. 



TENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Jebusalem, JeniGalcm ! enthronM ODce on high, 

Thou favour'J home of God on earth, thou Heaven below 

the sky ! 
Now hrought to bondage with thy Bona, a curse and grief 

to sec, 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem ! our tears shall flow for thee. 

Oh! faadst thou known thy day of grace, and flock'd 

beneath the wing 
Of Him who call'd thee lovingly, thine own anointed King, 
Then had the tribes of all the world gone up thy pomp to 

sec. 
And glory dwelt within thy gates, and all thy sons been 

free. 

" And who art thou that mourneat me ?" replied the ruin 

g"y, 

" And foar'st not rather that thyself may prove a cast- 
away? 
I am a drieJ and abject branch, my place is given to thee ; 
But woe to every barren graft of thy wild olive-tree ! 

" Our day of grace is sunk in night, our time of mercy 

spent. 
For heavy was my children's crime, and strange their 

punishment ; 
Yet gaze not idly on our fall, but, sinner, warntSd be, 
Who spared not His chosen seed may send His wrath on 

thee! 
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" Our day of grace is sunk in niglit, thy noon is in its prime 
Oh turn and sook thy Saviour's face in this acccptcJ tinio 
So, Gentile, may Jerusalem a lesson jirove to thee. 
And in the new Jerusalem thy home for ever he !"' 



nilUTEEXTII SrXDAY AFTKU TIUMTY. 

*' Who vonder on the desert heath. 

Complains in feeble tone?" 
— " A pilgrim in the vale of death. 

Faint, bleeding, and alone I 
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*' IIow cam'st thou to this dismal strand 
Of danger, grief, and shame?" 

— " From blessed Sion's ludv land, 
Bv F<»llv led, 1 eame !" 

''What ruffian hand hath stript thoo hare? 

Whose furv laid thee low ?" 
— "Sin for my footsteps twined her snare. 

And Death has dealt the blow I 
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'•Can art no medicine for thv wnunil. 
Nor nature stren^rth supjdy :"* 

— *• They saw me bleeding nn tlu' ground. 
And pass'd in silence by I 



I • » 



'* But, sufferer I is no comfort near. 
Thy terrors to remove ?' 



0'» 
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" There is to wlioiQ my soul was dear, 
But I have scorn'U Ilis love." 

" What if Ilia hand were nigh to save 
From cmllcss death thy days?" 

— " The soul lie runsoin'd from the grave 
Shouhl live but to His praise 1" 

" Rise then, oli rise ! His health embrace, 
With heavenly strength renew'd ; 

And, such as is thy Saviour's grace, 
Such be thy gratitude!" 



FIFTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Lo the lilies of the Seld, 

How their leaves instruction yield ! 

Hark to Nature's lesson given 

By the blessed birds of Heaven ! 

Every bush and tufted tree 

IVarblcs sweet philosophy : 

" Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow ; 

God providcth for the morrow ! 



"Say, with richer crimson glows 
The kingly mantle than the rose ? 
Say, have kings more wholesome fare 
Than we, poor citizens of air 1 
Barns nor hoarded grain have we, 
Yet we carol merrily. 
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Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow ! 
God provideth for the morrow ! 

" One there lives whose guardian eye 
Guides our humble destiny ; 
One there lives who, Lord of all, 
Keeps our feathers lest they fall : 
Pass we blithely then the time, 
Fearless of the snare and lime. 
Free from doubt and faithless sorrow ; 
God provideth for the morrow !" 



SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Wake ! not, oh mother ! sounds of lamentation ! 

Weep not, oh widow I weep not hopelessly I 
Strong is Ills arm, the Bringer of Salvation, 

Strong is the Word of God to succour thee I 

Bear forth the cold corpse, slowly, slowly bear him : 
Hide his pale features with the sable pall : 

Chide not the sad one wildly weeping near him : 
Widow*d and childless, she has lost her all I 

Why pause the mourners ? Who forbids our weeping ? 

Who the dark pomp of sorrow has delayed ? 
" Set down the bier, — he is not dead but sleeping ! 

Young man, arise ;" — lie spake and was obey'd ! 
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Change then, oh sad one ! grief to exultation : 
Worship and fall before Messiah's knee. 

Strong was His arm, the Bringer of Salvation I 
Strong was the Word of God to succour thee ! 



NINETEENXn SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

On blest were the accents of early creation, 

When the Word of Jehovah came down from above ; 

In the clods of the earth to infuse animation, 
And wake their cold atoms to life and to love ! 

And mighty the tones which the firmament rended. 

When on wheels of the thunder, and wings of the wind. 

By lightning, and hail, and thick darkness attended, 
lie uttered on Sinai His laws to mankind. 

And sweet was the voice of the First-born of Heaven, 
(Tliough poor Ilis apparel, though earthly His form,) 

Who said to the mourner, "Thy sins are forgiven !** 
" Be whole !" to the sick, — and " Be still !*' to the storm. 

Oh Judge of the world ! when, arrayed in Thy glory. 
Thy summons again shall be heard from on high. 

While nature stands trembling and naked before Thee, 
And waits on Thy sentence to live or to die ; 

When the Heaven shall fly fast from the sound of Thy 
thunder. 

And the sun, in Thy lightnings, grow languid and pale, 
17 
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And the sea yield her dead, and the Tomb cleave asunder, 
In the hour of Thy terrors, let mercy prevail ! 



TWENTY-FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITl" 

The sound of war ! In earth and air 

The volleying thunders roll : 
Their fiery darts the fiends prepare, 
And dig the pit, and spread the snare, 

Against the Cliristian's soul. 
The tyrant's sword, the rack, the flame, 

The scorner's serpent tone. 
Of bitter doubt the barbed aim, 
All, all conspire his heart to tame : 
Force, fraud, and hellish fires assail 
The rivets of his heavenly mail, 

Amidst his foes alone. 

(lods of the world ! ve warrior host 

Of darkness and of air, 
In vain is all your impious boast, 
In vain each missile lightning tost, 

In vain the tempter's snare ! 
Thou«zh fast and far vour arrows flv, 

Thouirh mortal nerve and bune 
Shrink in convulsive agony. 
The Christian can vour ra^re dofv: 
Towers o'er his head Salvation's crest. 
Faith like a buckler guards his breast. 

Undaunted, though alone. 



'Tis past ! 'tis o'er ! in foul defeat 

The Demon liost arc flctl ! 
Before the Saviour's mercy-seat, 
(His live-long work of faith complete,) 

Their conqueror bends his head. 
" The spoils Thyself hast gain&d, Lord ! 

I lay before Thy throne : 
Thou wcrt my rock, my shield, my aword ; 
My trust was in Thy name and word : 
'Twas in Thy strength my heart was strong 
Thy Spirit went with mine along ; 

IIow was I then alone ?" 



TWEXTY-SECOSD SUNDAY AFTER TRIXITT. 

Oit God ! my sins arc manifold, against my life they cry. 
And all my guilty deeds foregone, up to Thy temple fly ; 
Wilt Tiiou release my trcmhiing soul that to despair is 

driven ? 
'■ Forgive 1" a blessed voice replicJ, "and thou shnlt be 

forgiven!" 

My foenicn, Lord ! are fierce and fell, they spurn me in 

their pride, 
They remler evil for my good, my patience they deride ; 
Arise, oh King, and be the proud to righteous ruin driven ! 
••Forgive!" an awful answer came, " as thou wouldst be 

forgiven !" 
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Seven times, Lord ! I pardon'd them, seven times they 

Binn'd again : 
They practise still to work me woe, they triumph in my 

pain: 
But let them dread my vengeance now, to just resentment 

driven I 
Forgive !'* the voice of thunder spake, ** or never be 

forgiven !" 



ii 



TTTEXTY-TIIIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

From foes that would the land devour ; 
From guilty pride, and lust of power ; 
From wild sedition's lawless hour ; 

From vokc of slaverv : 
From blinded zeal by faction led : 
From gid<ly change by fancy bred ; 
Frum poisonous error's serpent head, 

Good Lord, preserve us free I 

Defend, God I with guardian hand. 

The laws and ruler of our land, 

And ;:rant our church Tliv ;rrace to stand 

In faith and unitv I 
The Spirit's help of Thee we crave, 
That Thou, whose blood was shed to save, 
Mayst, at Thy second coming, have 

A flock to welcome Thee I 
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TWEXTY-FOURTir SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

To conquer and to save, the Son of God 

Came to Ilis own in great humility, 
Who wont to ride on cherub-wings abroad, 

And round Ilim wrap the mantle of the sky. 
The mountains bent their necks to form His road ; 

The clouds dropt down their fatness from on high ; 
Beneath Ilis feet the wild waves softly flow'd. 

And the wind kiss*d His garment tremblingly ! 

The grave unbolted half his grisly door, 

(For darkness and the deep had heard His fame, 

Nor longer might their ancient rule endure ;) 

The mightiest of mankind stood hush'd and tame : 
And, trooping on strong wing, His angels came 

To work His will, and kingdom to secure : 

No strength He needed save His Father's name ; 

Babes were His heralds, and His friends the poor. 



FOR ST. JAMES'S DAY. 

TiioiTiii sorrows rise, and dangers roll 
In waves of darkness o*er my soul, 
Thoii;'h friends are false and love decays. 
And few and evil are my days. 
Though conscience, fiercest of my foes, 
Swells with remembered guilt my woes, 
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Yet ev'n in nature's utmost ill, 

I love Thee, Lord ! I love Thee still ! 

Though Sinai's curse, in thunder dread. 
Peals o'er mine unprotected head. 
And memory points with busy pain. 
To grace and mercy given in vain. 
Till nature, shrinking in the strife. 
Would fly to hell to *scape from life. 
Though every thought has power to kill, 
I love Thee, Lord ! I love Thee still ! 

Oh, by the pangs Thyself hast borne. 

The ruffian's blow, the tyrant's scorn ; 

By Sinai's curse, whose dreadful doom 

Was buried in Thy guiltless tomb : 

By these my pangs, whose healing smart 

Thy grace hath planted in my heart ; 

I know, I feel Thv bounteous will I 

Thou lovest me, Lord I Thou lovest me still ! 



MICIIAKLMAS DAY. 

On Captain of God's host, whose dreadful might 
Led forth to war the armed seraphim, 

And from tlie starry height, 

Subdued in burning fight, 
Cast down that ancient dragon, dark and grim ! 



HVllSS. 

Tliine angels, Clirist ! vc laud in solemn lays, 
Our eliler brethren of the crystal sky, 

Who, 'raid Thy glory's blaze. 

The ceaseless anthem raise, 
And gird Tliy tbronc in fiiitbful ministry I 

We celebrate tlieir love, whose viewless wing 
Hath left for us so oft their mansion high. 

The mercies of their King 

To mortal saints to bring, 
Or guard the couch of slumbering infancy. 

But Thee, the First and Last, we glorify, 
AVho when Thy word was sunk in death and sin, 

Not with Thine hierarchy. 

The armies of the sky, 
But didst with Thine own arm the battle win. 

Alone didst pass the ilnrk and dismal shore, 
Alone didst tread the wine-press, anil alone, 

All glorious in thy gore. 

Didst light and life restore. 
To us who lay in darkness and undone ! 

Therefore, with angels and archangels, wc 
To Thy dear love our thankful chorus raise. 

And tune our songs to Thee, 

Who art, and art to be. 
And oniUess as Thy tncrcies sound Thy praise ! 
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IX TIMES OF DISTRESS AND DANGER. 
Oil God, that madest earth and sky, the darkness and the 

day, 

Give ear to this Thy family, and help us when we pray ! 
For wide the waves of bitterness around our vessel roar, 
And heavy grows the pilot's heart to view the rocky shore ! 

The cross our Master bore for us, for Ilim we fain would 

bear. 
But mortal strength to weakness turns, and courage to 

despair ! 
Then mercy on our failings, Lord I our sinking faith renew ! 
And when Thy sorrows visit us, oh send thy patience too I 



BEFORE A COLLECTION MADE FOR THE SOCIETY FOR 
THE ri^OPA(iATIOX OF THE GO^^PEL. 

From Greenland's icy mountains, 

From India's coral strand. 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 

From many a palmy plain, 
Tliev call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain I 

What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle. 




5^1%* 



Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile: 
In rain vith lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strown, 
The heathen in his blindness 

Bows down to wood and stone I 

Can we, whose soub are lighted 

With Wisdom from on high, 
Can we to men benighted 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! oh, Salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till eaeh remotest nation 

Has learn'd Messiah's name ! 

Waft, waft, yo winds, hb story. 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till like a sea of glory 

It spreads from pole to pole ! 
Till o'er our ransom'd nature, 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign ! 
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BEFORE THE SACRAMENT. 

Bread of the world in mercy broken. 
Wine of the soul in mercy shed ! 

By whom the words of life were spoken. 
And in whose death our sins are dead ! 

Look on the heart by sorrow broken, 
Look on the tears bv sinners shed. 

And be Thy feast to us the token, 
That by Thy grace our souls are fed ! 



EVEXING IIYMX. 

God, that madcst Earth and Heaven, 

Darkness and light ! 
Who the day for toil hast given, 

For rest the night ; 
May Thine Angel guards defend us, 
Slumber sweet Thy mercy send us. 
Holy dreams and hopes attend us. 

This livelong night ! 



AT A FUNERAL. 

Beneath our feet and o'er our head 

Is equal warniog given ; 
Bcncatli us lie the countless dead, 

Above us is the IleaTcn ! 

Their names are graven on the stone, 
Their bones are in the clay ; 

And ere another day is gone, 
Ourselves may bo as they. 

Death rides on every passing breeze, 

lie lurka in every flower : 
Each season has its own disease, 

Its peril every hour ! 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decay, 

And Fate descend in sudden night 
On manhood's middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly towards the tomb. 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come ? 

Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know ; 

Where'er tliy foot can tread. 
The earth rings hollow from below, 

And warns thee of her dead ! 
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Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply 
To truths divinely given ; 

The bones that underneath thee lie 
Shall live for Hell or Heaven ! 



AN INTROIT, TO BE SUNG BETWEEN THE LITAXY AXI> 

COMMUNION SERVICE. 

On most merciful I 

Oh most bountiful I 

God the Father Almighty I 

By the Redeemer's 

Sweet intercession 

Hear us, help us yrhen we cry I 



AT A FUNERAL. 

Thou art gone to tlie gravel but we will not deplore thee. 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb : 

Thy Saviour has pass'd through its portal before thee. 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide through the glooui ! 

Thou art gone to the grave I we no longer behold thee. 
Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy side : 

But the wide arms of Mercy are spread to enfold thee. 
And sinners may die, for the sinless has died ! 



IIVUSS, 
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Tliou art gone to the grave! and, its mansion forsaking, 
Perchance thy weak spirit in fear linger'd long ; 

But the mild rays of raradisc beam'd on thy waking, 
And the sound which thou hcardst was the Seraphim's 

Bong! 

Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not deplore thee, 
Whose God was thy ransom, thy guardian and guide : 

lie gave thee. He took thee, and Ho will restore thee ; 
And death has no sting, for the Saviour has died ! 



OX RECOVEl'.Y FROM SICKXESS. 

On Saviour of the faithful dead. 
With whom Thy servants dwell. 

Though cold and green the turf is spread 
Above their narrow cell, — 

No more we cling to mortal elay. 

We doubt and fear no more. 
Nor shrink to tread the darksome way 

Which Thou hast trod before I 

'Twas hard from those I loved to go, 

Who knelt around my bed, 
Whose tears bedew'd my burning brow. 

Whose arms uphold my head ! 

As fading from my dizzy view, 
I sought their forms in vain, 
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The bitterness of death I knew, 
And groan'd to live again. 

'Twas dreadful when th' Accuser's power 

Assaird my sinking heart. 
Recounting every wasted hour, 

And each unworthy part ; 

But, Jesus ! in that mortal fray. 

Thy blessed comfort stole, 
Like sunshine in a stormy day, 

Across my darkened soul ! 

AYhen, soon or late, this feeble breath 

No more to Thee shall pray, 
Support me through the vale of death, 
And in the darksome way ! 

When cloth' d in fleshly weeds again 

I wait thy dread decree, 
Ju(l;:c of the world I bethink Thee then 

That thou hast died for me. 




SONGS. 



SONGS. 



SOXO TO A SCOTCH AIR. 



f The folloThiE "t 
Scotch iiDil Wdih I 



n irpHli-d no hOLrini 



. lla wu puUcalvIJ Ki 



I LOVE the harp with silver sound, 
That rings the festal hall around ; 

But sweetest of all 

The strains which fall, 
When twilight mirth with song is crown" ' 

I love the bugle's warbling swell, 
When echo answers from her cell ; 

But sweeter to me, 

When I list to thee, 
AVho wak'st the northern lay bo well. 



THE RISIXO OF THE SUN. 



Wake ! wake ! wake to the hunting '. 
Wake ye, wake ! the morning is nigh I 

Chilly the hreezes blow 

Up from the sea below, 
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Chilly the twilight creeps over the sky ! 
Mark how fast the stars are fading ! 
Mark how wide the dawn is spreading ! 
Many a fallow deer 
Feeds in the forest near ; 
Many a gallant wolf waits for the hunter's spear ; 
Now is no time on the heather to lie ! 

Rise, rise ! look on the ocean ! 
Rise ye, rise, and look on the sky ! 
Softly the vapours sweep 
Over the level deep. 
Softly the mists on the waterfall lie I 
In the cloud red tints are glowing, 
On the hill the black cock's crowin*! ; 
And through the welkin red, 
See where he lifts his head. 
King of the morning, aroused from his purple bed ! 
Forth to the hunting I The sun's riding high ! 



IMITATION OF A SOXG. 

SAID TO HAVE BEEN COMTOSEI) BY ROBERT PIKE OF NORMASDY, DURlxr. niS 
CONFINEMENT IN CARDIFF CASTI.E, ADDRESSED TO AN OAK WHICH GUEW 
IN AN ANCIENT ENCAMPMENT WITHIN SI<;nT OF HIS WINDOWS. 
WRITTEN WHEN 15 YEARS OLD. 

Oak, that stately and alone 
On the war-worn mound has grown, 
The blood of man thy sapling fed. 
And dyed thy tender root in red ; 



Woe to the feast where foes combine, . 
Woe to tbe strife of words and wine ! 

Oak, tliou bast sprung for many a year, 
"Mid whispering rye-grass tiill and sear, 
The coarse rank herb, which seems to show 
That bones un blest arc laid below ; 

Woe to the sword that hates its sheath, 

Woe to th' unlioly trade of death ! 

Oak, from the mountain's airy brow 
Thou view'at the subject woods below, 
And merchants hail the well-known tree, 
Returning o'er the Severn sea. 

Woe, woe to him whose birth is high, 

For peril waits on royalty ! 

Now storms have bent thee to the ground, 
And envious ivy clips thee round; 
And shepherd hinds in wanton play 
Have Btripp'd thy nceiifid bark away; 

Woe to the man whose foes arc strong ; 

Thrico woe to him who lives too long ! 



SOXG TO A WELSH AIB. 

The moon in silent brightness 
Rides o'er the mountain brow, 

The mist in fleecy whiteness 
Has clad the vale below ; 
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Above the woodbine bow'r 

Dark waves our trysting-tree ; 

It is, it is the hour, 

Oh come, my love, to me I 

The dews of night have wet me, 

While wand'ring lonelily ; 
Thy father's bands beset me — 

I only fear'd for thee. 
I crept beneath thy tower, 

I climbM the ivy tree ; 
And blessed be the hour 

That brings my love to me. 

I left my chosen numbers 

In yonder copse below ; 
Each warrior lightly slumbers. 

His hand upon his bow : 
From forth a tyrant's power 

Thev wait to set thee free ; 
It is, it is the hour, — 

Oh come, niv love, to me I 



SUNG TO A WELSH AIR. 



I MOURN not the forest whose verdure is dying ; 

I mourn not the summer whose beauty is o'er ; 
I weep for the hopes that for ever are flying ; 

I sigh for the worth that I slighted before ; 



SONOa. 2T7 

And sigh to bethink me how vain is my sighing, 

For love once extinguish' d, is kindled no more. 
The spring may return v\t\\ his garland of flowers, 

And wake to new rapture the bird on the tree ; 
The summer smile soft through bis crystalline showers; 

The blessings of autumn wave brown o'er the lea: 
The rock may be shaken, the dead may awaken, 

But the friend of my bosom returns not to me. 



CAROL FOR MAY-DAY. 

Queen of fresh flowers, 

Whom vernal stars obey, 
Bring thy warm showers, 

Bring thy genial ray. 
Ill nature's greenest livery drest, 
Descend on earth's expectant breast, 
To earth and Heaven a welcome guest, 

Thou morry month of May ! 

Mark how wc meet tliec 

At dawn of dewy day ' 
Hark I bow we greet thee 

With our roundelny ! 
While all the good things that be 
In earth, an<l air, and ample sea. 
Are waking up to welcome thee. 

Thou merry month of May I 
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Flocks on the mountains, 

And birds upon their spray, 
Tree, turf, and fountains, 

All hold holiday ; 
And love, the life of living things, 
Love waves his torch, love claps his wings, 
And loud and wide thy praises sings, 

Thou merry month of May ! 



TO 



When I was sick, how patiently thou sat'st beside my bed : 
When I was faint, how lovingly thine arm upheld my head : 
When I was wearied out with pain, perverse in misery. 
How ready was thy watchful aid my wishes to supply ! 
And thou art sick, and thou art weak, and thou art rack'd 

with pain, 
But cheerful still, untamed of ill, does yet thy heart 

remain : 
And have I nursed and tended thee since first thy griefs 

began ? 
Forgive, forgive, my , the selfishness of man I 



PARODY OF LISTOK'S "BEAUTIFUL MAID." 

Mr fishmoDgcr told mo that soloB were most dear : 

I trembled to hear wbat he said, 
For ealmon and Bhrimps 'twas the wrong time of year. 

So I pitcb'd on a Beautiful Maid. 

I brought home m; beautiful maid, 

" Here, cook, dress this beautiful maid ! 
Come boil it, don't spoil it, but see it well done, 

And I'll dine on my beautiful maid 1" 

But an ugly black eat — I speak it with grief, 

My delicate tit-bit waylaid, 
The cook tum'd her back, and the long^wbiBker'd thief 

Ran away with my beautiful maid ! 

She claw'd up my beautiful maid ! 

She eloped with my beautiful maid ! 
Oh pussy — you hussy, oh what have you done, 

You've cat up my beautiful maid ! 



BOW-MEETIXG SOXG. 

Merry archera, come with me ! 
Como with mo, come with me ; 
Merry archers, come with me. 

To our tent beside the holly ! 
Summer gilds the smiling day. 
Summer clothes the tufted spray, 
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Earth is green and Heaven is gay. 
Wherefore should we not be jollj ! 

Merry archers, come, &c. 

Here is friendship, mirth is here, 
Woodland music, woodland cheer, 
And, with hope and blended fear, 

Here is love's delightful folly. 
Our life, alas ! is fraught with care. 
And mortals all must have their share, 
But yet to-day we well may spare 

From our load of melancholy. 

Merry archers, come with me I 
Come with me, come with me ; 
Merry archers, come with me. 
To our tents beside the holly ! 



BOW-MEETIXG SONG. 

Ye spirits of our Fathers, 

The hardy, bold, and free, 
Who chased o'er Cressy*s gory field 

A fourfold enemy ! 
From us who love your sylvan game, 

To you the song shall flow. 
To the fame of your name 

Who so bravely bent the bow. 



'Twas merry then in England, 

(Our ancient records tell,) 
With Robin Hood and Little John 

Who dwelt by down and dell ; 
And yet ve love the bold outlaw 

Who braved a tyrant foe, 
Whoso cheer was the deer, 

And his only friend the bow ! 

'Twas merry then in England 

In autumn's dewy morn, 
When echo started from her bill 

To hear the buglc-hom. 
And beauty, mirth, and warrior worth 

In garb of green did go 
The shade to invade 

With the arrow and the bow. 

Ye spirits of our Fathers ! 

Extend to us your care, 
Among your children yet are found 

The valiant and the fair ! 
'Twas merry yet in Old England, 

Full well her archers know ; 
And shame on their name 

Who despise the British bow ! 
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BOW-MEETIXG SONG. 

[>rr. Ri>gln»1il lTi.>her jiomctlmen promotwl by h!« p^n the harmleM mrrrimoiit of th« 
bow niivtin>:K. whli'h ho nientK>iis In a b'tter a« the rhivf ^\orr of thf iifT}:hl-i>urho^L 
Fn-Jni I hi* k 'nL'" whioh hi» wp>te f'»r tlii* |'ur|f^s«'. th«« fi.»ll«'wini i* :?««lin'tf.-«l f-r ii* Iniavrrrr 
au'l hiHti>rii-;il ann>i>'n':. It u-a^ ciuu,; at llarnanlcu Cahtlc. in FUat^hL-r, (bt* A.a[ of &ir 
iftvphcn (ilyiine, lUirt.] 

By yon c:istle wall, 'mid the breezes of morning, 

The genius of Cambria strayM pensive and sluw ; 
The oak-wroath was witherM her tresses adorning. 

And the wind through its leaves sighM its murmur of woe. 
She gazed on her mountains with filial devotion. 
She gazed on her Dee as he roll'd to the ocean. 
And '' Cambria I poor Cambria I*' she cried with emotion, 
'' Thou yet hast thy country, thy harp, and thy bow ! 

" Sweep on, thou proud stream, with thy billows all lioarv ; 

As proudly my warriors have rush'd on the foe : 
But fet'hle and faint is the sound of their glory. 

For time, like thv tide, has its ebb and its flow. 
Ev'n now, while I watch thee, thv beauties are fadin«^: 
The sands and the shallows thv course are invadinir ; 
"Where the sail swept the surges the sea-bird is wadinir: 

And thus hath it fared with the land of the bow I 

*' Smile, smile, ye dear hills, 'mid your woods and your 
il«>wers, 

"Whose heather lies dark in the moon's dewy glow I 
A time must await you of tempest and showers, 

An autumn of mist, and a winter of snow I 
For me, though the whirlwind has shiver'd and cleft nio, 
Of wealth and of empire the stranger bereft me, 



Yet Saxon, — proud Saxon, — thy fury has left mc, 
Worth, valour, and beauty, tko harp and the bow ! 

"Ye towers, on whose rampiro, all ruin'd and rivon. 

The wallflower and woodbine so lavishly blow ; 
I Imvc seen when your banner waved broad to the Heaven 

And kings found your faith a defence from the foe ; 
Oh loyal in grief, and in danger unshaken, 
For ages still true, though for ages forsaken. 
Yet, Cambria, thy heart may to gladness awaken, 

Since thy monarch has BniUcd on the harp and the bow I' 



BOW-MEETING SOXG. 

We find it well observed by an ancient learned Kabbin, 

The man was raving mad who first to sea would go, 
Who would change the tented field for the quarter-deck 
and cabin. 

And the songs of blooming beauty for a Yo ! heave oh ! 

Yet since your banl is bent to try 

The fervours of an Eastern sky, 
And where, across the tepid main, Arabian breezes blow, 

While yet the northern gale 

Fans his cheek and swells his sail, 
Accept his latest tribute to the British bow ! 

Dear scenes of unrcpent«d joy, our nature's best physician. 
Can all Golconda's glittering mines so pure a bliss bestow 'i 
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Oh deem not that for sordid gold he left you, or ambition, 
Or shall e'er forget your peaceful charms 'mid Indians 
brightest glow ! 
Oft, oft, will he be telling 
Of the glades of Nant-y-bellin, 
Of the lilies and the roses that in Gwersylt blow. 
Oft, oft, recall the snow-white wall of yonder ancient 
dwelling, 
Whose lords, in Saxon Edwin's days, so nobly bent the 
bow! 

Oh when the dog-star rides on high, how oft shall memory 
wander 
Where yonder oaks their aged arms 'mid blended poplars 
throw ; 
And hollies join their glossy shade, and the brook with cool 
meander 
Steals like a silver snake thro' the copse below I 
Where many a mild and matron grace 
Adorn the mother's gentle face. 
And * * * * in beauteous garland blow, 
And proved in many a martial fray 
Their sire holds sylvan holiday, 
And flings liis well-worn sword away 
To bend the British bow ! 

The bard is gone, and other bards shall wake the call of 
pleasure 
That prompts to beauty's lip the smile, and lends her 
cheek its glow. 
And strike the sylvan lyre to a louder, livelier measure, 
And wear the oaken wreath, which he must now forego ! 



But yet, thongh miuiy a sweeter song 
Shall float tb' applandiag tent along, 
And many a friendly liealth to the Sons of Genius flow, 
Forget not them, who, doom'd to part, 
Will keep engraven on their heart 
The sons and the daughters of the British bow ! 



BALLAD. 

" Oh, captain of the Moorish hold, 

Unbar thy gates to me, 
And I will give thee gems and gold, 

To set Fernando free. 
For I a sacred oath have plight 

A pilgrim to remain, 
Till I return with Lara's knight. 

The noblest knigbt of Spain." 



" Fond Christian youth," the captain said, 

" Thy suit is soon denied : 
Fernando loves a Moorish maid, 

And will with us abide. 
Renounced is every Christian rite, 

The turban he hath ta'en. 
And Lara thus hath lost her knight. 

The boldest knight of Spain." 



286 HEBERS POETICAL WORKS. 

III. 

Pale, marble pale, the pilgrim tum'd, 

A cold and deadly dye ; 
Then in his cheeks the blushes burn'd, 

And anger in his eye. 
(From forth his cowl a ringlet bright 

Fell down of golden grain,) 
" Base Moor ! to slander Lara*s knight. 

The boldest knight of Spain ! 

IV. 

" Go look on Lugo's gory field I 

Go look on Tayo's tide ! 
Can ye forget the red-cross shield, 

That all your host defied ? 
Albania's warriors turn'd to flight, 

Granada's sultan slain, 
Attest the worth of Lara's knight, 

The boldest kniglit of Spain I" 

V. 

*' Bv Allah, vea I'' with eves of fire 

The lordly paynim saitl, 
" Granada's sultan was niv sire, 

"Who fell by Lara's blade ; 
And tho' thy gold were fortyfold, 

The ransom were but vain 
To purchase back thy Christian knight, 

The boldest knight of Spain." 

VI. 

'• Ah, Moor I the life that once is shed 
No vengeance can repay ; 



And vlio can number up the dead 

That fall in battle fray ? 
Thyself in many a manly figlit 

Ilast many a father shiin ; 
Then rage not thus 'gainst Lara's knight, 

The buldoat knight of Spuin." 

"And who art thon, whose pilgrim vest 

Thy beauties ill m;iy shroud ; 
The locks of gold, the heaving breast, 

A moon beneath a cloud ? — 
Wilt thou our Moorish creed recite, 

And here with mc remain? 
IIo may depart, — that captive knight. 

The conquer'd knight of Spain." 

"'Ah, speak not sol" with voice of woe. 

The shuddering stranger cried ; 
"Another creed I may not know, 

Nor live another's bride! 
Fernando's wife may yieid her life. 

But not her honour stain, 
To loose the bonds of Lara's knight, 

The noblest knight of Spain!" 

" And know'st thou, then, how hard a doom 

Thy husband yet may bear! 
The fettor'd limbs, the living tomb, 

The damp and noisome air ? 
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In lonely cave, and void of lights 

To drag a helpless chain, 
Thy pride condemns the Christian knight, 

The prop and pride of Spain I" 

X. 

" Oh that within that dungeon's gloom 

Ilis sorrows I might share, 
And cheer him in that living tomb, 

With love, and hope, and prayer ! 
But still the faith I once have plight 

Unbroken must remain, 
And God will help the captive knight, 

And plead the cause of Spain !" 

XI. 

'' And deem'st thou from the Moorish hold 

In safety to retire, 
Whose locks outshine Arabia's gold. 

Whose eyes the diamond's fire I" 
She drew a poniard small and bright, 

And spake in calm disdain : 
" He taught me how, my Christian knight, 

To guard the faith of Spain I' 



»»> 



XII. 

The drawbridge falls ! with loud alarm 

The clashing portals fly I 
She bared her breast, she raised her arm. 

And knelt, in act to die ! 



But ah, the thrill of wild delight 
That shot through every vein ! 

He stood before her, — Lara's knight, 
The noblest knight of Spain ! 



I se6 them on their winding way, 
Above their ranks the moon-beams play, 
And nearer yet, and yet more near, 
The martial chorus strikes the ear. 

They're lost and gone, — the moon is past, 
The wood's dark shade is o'er them cast, 
And fainter, fainter, fainter still. 
The dim march warbles up the hill. 

Again, again, — the pealing drum, 

The clashing horn — they come ! they come ! 

And lofty deeds and daring high. 

Blend with their notes of victory. 

Forth, forth, and meet them on their way, 
The trampling hoof brooks no delay ; 
The thrilling fife, the pealing drum, 
How late — but oh, how loved they come ! 
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I 



TO A WELSH AIR. 

"CODIAD TB HYDOD." 

Why that neck of marble whiteness, 
Why that hair of sunny brightness, 

Form of perfect mould ; 
Why those fringfed eyelids screening. 
Lights of love and liquid meaning, 

While the heart is cold ? 

Shame on her whose pride or malice 
With a lover's anguish dallies ! 
Scorn our scattered reason rallies : 
Thou shalt mourn thy tyrant sallies. 
Ere that thou art old — young Alice, 
Ere that thou art old ! 



THE GROUND SWELL. 

How soft the shades of evening creep 
O'er yonder dewy lea, 

Where balmy winds have lull'd to sleep 
1 1 The tenants of the tree. 

No wandering breeze is here to sweep, 

In shadowy ripple o'er the deep, 
Yet swells the heaving sea ! 



Hon calm the sk; ! rest, ocean, rest, 

From storm and ruffle free, 
Calm as the image on thy breast 

Of her that governs thee ! 
And yet beneath the moon's nrild reign 
Thy brood breast heaves as one in pain, 

Ihon dark and silent sea. 

There are whom fortune vainly irooes 

With all her pageantry, 
Whom every flattering bliss pnrsnes, 

Tet still they fare like thee ; 
The spell is laid within their mind, 
Least wretched then when most resign'd. 

Their hearts throb silently ! 




TRANSLATIONS, ETC. 



TRANSLATIOXS, ETC. 



THE FIRST OLYMPIC ODE. 



Can earth, or fire, or liquid air, 
With water's sacred stream compare? 
Can aught that wealthy tyrants hold 
Surpass the lordly blaze of gold ? — 
Or lives there one, whose restless eye 
Would seek along the empty sky, 
Beneath the sun's meridian ray, 
A warmer star, a purer day ? — 
thou, tny soul, whose choral song 
■\Vould tell of contests sharp and strong, 
Extol not other lists above 
Tho circus of Olympian Jove ; 
Whence, borne on many a tuneful tongue, 
To Saturn's seed the anthem sung, 
With harp, and flute, and trumpet's call, 
Hath sped to Hiero's festival. — 
Over sheep- clad Sicily 

Who the righteous sceptre beareth. 
Every flower of Virtue's tree 

Wove in various wreath he weareth.^ 
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But the bud of Poesy 

Is the fairest flower of all ; 

Which the bards, with social glee, 
Strew round Hiero*s wealthy hall. — 

The harp on yonder pin suspended, 

Seize it, boy, for Pisa's sake ; 

And that good steed's, whose thought will wake 
A joy with anxious fondness blended ; — 
No sounding lash his sleek side rended : — 

By Alphcus' brink, with feet of flame, 
Self-driven to the goal he tended : 

And earn'd the olive wreath of fame 

For that dear lord, whose righteous name 
The sons of Syracusa tell : — 
Who loves the generous courser well : 
Belov'd himself by all who dwell 
In Pelop's Lydian colony. — 
— Of earth-embracing Neptune, he 
The darling, when, in dajs of yore, 
All lovely from tlie cauldron red 
By Clothe' s spell delivered, 
The youth an ivory shoulder bore. — 

— Well I — tliese are tales of mystery !— 

And many a darkly woven lie 

With men will easy credence gain ; 

While truth, calm truth, may speak in vain : — 

For eloquence, whose honeyM sway 

Our frailer mortal wits obey, 

Can honour give to actions ill, 

And faith to deeds incredible ; — 



TUASSLAT10S3, ETC. 

And bitter btome, and praises high, 
Fall truest from posterity. — 

But, if we dare the deeds rehearse 

Of those that aye endure, 
'Tworo meet that in such dangerous verst 

Our every word were pure. — 
Then, son of Tantalus, rccoivc 
A plain unvarnisti'd lay ! — 
My song shall elder fables leave, 
And of thy parent say, 
That, when in heaven a favour'd guest, 
Ho call'd the gods in turn to feast 
On Sipylus, his mountain home ; 
The sovereign of the ocean foam, 
— Can mortal form such favour prove ? — 
Rapt thee on golden car aboye 
To highest house of mighty Jove ; 

To which, in after day. 
Came goldon-hairSd Ganymede, 
As bards in ancient story read, 

The dark-wing d eagle's proy. — ■ 

And when no earthly tongue could tell 
The fate of thee, invisible ; — 
Nor friends, who sought thee wide in vain. 
To soothe the weeping mother's pain. 
Could bring thy wanderer home again ; 
Some envious neighbour's spleen, 
In distant hints, and darkly, said, 
That in the cauldron hissing red, 
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And on the gods' great table spread. 
Thy mangled limbs were seen. — 

But who shall tax, I dare not, I, 
The blessed gods with gluttony ? — 
Full oft the slanderous tongue has felt 
By their high wrath the thunder dealt ; — 
And sure, if ever mortal head 
Heaven's holy watchers honoured. 

That head was Lydia's lord. — 
Yet, could not mortal heart digest 
The wonders of that heavenly feast ; 
Elate with pride, a thought unblest 

Above his nature soar'd. — 
And now condemn'd to endless dread, — 
(Such is the righteous doom of fate,) 
lie eyes, above liis guilty head, 
The shadowy rock's impending weight : — 
The fourth, with that tormented three 
In horrible society ! — 

For that, in frantic theft. 

The nectar cup he reft, 
And to his mortal peers in feasting pour'd, 

For whom a sin it were 

AVitli mortal life to share 
The mvstic dainties of th' immortal board : 

And who by policy 

Can hope to 'scape the eye 
Of him who sits above by men and gods adored ?■ 



TRASSLATIONS, ETC. 

For such oiFence, a doom severe, 
Sent down the son to sojourn heic 
Among the fleeting race of man ; — 
Who, when the curly down began 
To clothe his check in darker shade, 
To car-borne Pisa's royal maid 
A lover's tender service paid. — 
But, in tlie darkness first he stood 
Alone, by ocean's hoary flood, 
And raised to him the suppliant cry, 
The hoarse earth-shaking deity. — 

Kor call'd in vain, through cloud and storm 
Half-seen, a huge and shudowy form, 

The god of waters came. — 
He came, whom thus the youth address' d — 
" Oh, thou, if that immortal breast 

Have felt a lover's flame, 
A lover's prayer in pity hear. 
Repel the tyrant's brazen spear 

That guards my lovely dame I — 
And grant a car whose rolling speed 
May help a lover at his need ; 
Condemn'd by Pisa's hand to bleed. 
Unless I win the envied meed 

In Ells' field of fame ! — 

For youthful knights thirteen 
By him have slaugbtcr'd been, 
His daughter vexing with perverse delay — 
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Such to a coward's eye 

Were evil augury ; — 
Nor durst a coward's heart the strife essay ! 

Yet, since alike to all 

The doom of death must fall, 
Ah ! wherefore, sitting in unseemly shade. 

Wear out a nameless life, 

Remote from noble strife, 
And all the sweet applause to valour paid ? — 
Yes ! — I will dare the course ! but, thou. 
Immortal friend, my prayer allow !" — 

Thus not in vain, his grief he told, — 

The ruler of the watery space 
Bestowed a wondrous car of gold. 

And tireless steeds of wingfed pace. — 
So, victor in the deathful race, 

He tamed the strength of Pisa's king. 
And, from his bride of beauteous face. 

Beheld a stock of warriors spring. 

Six valiant sons, as legends sing. — 
And now, with fame and virtue crown'd, ' 

Where Alphous' stream, in wat'ry ring, 
Encircles half his turfy mound, 
He sleeps beneath the piled ground, 

Near that blest spot where strangers move 
In many a long procession round 

The altar of protecting Jove. — 
Yet chief, in yonder lists of fame. 
Survives the noble Pelops' name ; 



TEANSLATIONS, ETC. 8C 

Where Etrcngth of handa and nimble feet 
In stern and dubious contest meet ; 
And high renown and honey'd praise, 
And following length of lionour'd days, 
The victor's weary toil repays. — 

Eat what are past or future joys ? — 

The present is our own ; — 
And he is wise who best employs 

The passing hour alone. — 
To crown with knightly wreath the king 

(A grateful task) be mine ; — 
And on the smooth JEollan string 

To praise his ancient line ! — 
For ne'er shull wand'ring minstrel find 
A chief so just, — a friend so kind ; 
With every grace of fortune blest ; 
The mightiest, wisest, bravest, best ! — 
God, who beholdoth tbcc and all tliy deeds, 

Have thee in charge, king Iliero! — so again 
The bard may sing thy horn-hoofed steeds 

In frequent triumpli o'er the Olympian plain I — 
Nor shall the bard awake a lowly strain, 
His wild notes flinging o'er the Cronian steep ; 
Whose ready muse, and not invoked in vain. 
For Bueh high mark her strongest shaft shall keep.— 
Each hath his proper eminence! 
To kings indulgent Providence 
{No farther search the will of Heaven) 
The glories of the earth hath given. — ■ 
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Still may*st thou reign ! enough for me 
To dwell with heroes like to thee, 
Myself the chief of Grecian minstrelsy .- 



II. 



TO THEROX OF AGRAGAS, TICTOR IN THE CHARIOT RACK. 

SONG ! whose voice the harp obeys, 
Accordant aye with answering string; 

What god, what hero wilt thou praise. 
What man of godlike prowess sing ? — ; 
Lo ! Jove himself is Pisa*s king ; 

And Jove's strong son the first to raise 
The barriers of the Olympic ring. — 
And now, victorious on the wing 
Of sounding wheels, our bards proclaim 
The stranger Theron's honoured name. 
The flower of no ignoble race. 
And prop of ancient Agragas I — 

His patient sires, for many a year, 
Where that blue river rolls its flood, 
'Mid fruitless war and civil blood 

Essay'd their sacred home to rear. — 
Till time assign'd, in fatal hour. 
Their native virtues, wealth, and power ; 
And made them, from their low degree, 
The eye of warlike Sicily. 



^^i^ 
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And may that power, of ancient birth, 
From Saturn sprung, and parent Earth, 

Of tall Olympus' lord, 
Who sees with atill benignant eye 
The games' long splendour sweeping by 

His Alpheus' holy ford r— 
Appeased with anthems chanted high, 
To Tlieron'a late posterity 

A happier doom accord ! — 
Or good or ill, the past is gone, 
Nor time himself, the parent one, 
Can make the former deeds undone ; — 

But who would those recall, — 
When happier days would fain efface 
The memory of each past disgrace, 
And, from the gods, on Tlieron's race 

Unbounded blessings full ! 

Example meet for such a song. 
The sister queens of Laius" bloo<l ; 

Who sorrow's edge endured long 
Made keener by remember'd good ! — 
Yet now, she breathes the air of Heaven 
(On earth by smouldering thunder riven), 

Long-haired Semele: — 

To Pallas dear is she ; — 
Dear to the sire of gods, and dear 
To him, her son, in dreadful glee. 
Who shakes tlic ivj-wreatli^d epcar.— 
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And thus they tell that deep below 
The sounding ocean's ebb and flow, 
Amid the daughters of the sea, 
A sister nymph must Ino be, 
And dwell in bliss eternally : — 

But ignorant and blind. 
We little know the coming hour ! 
Or if the latter day shall lower ; 
Or if to nature's kindly power 

Our life in peace resign'd, 
Shall sink like fall of summer eve, 
And on the face of darkness leave 

A ruddv smile behind. — 
For grief and joy with fitful gale 
Our crazy bark by turns assail, 

And, whence our blessings flow. 
That same tremendous Providence 

Will oft a varying doom dispense, 
And lay the mighty low. — 

To Theban Laius that befell, 

Whose son, with murder dyed, 
FulfillM the former oracle, 

Unconscious parricide I — 
Unconscious I — yet avenging hell 
Pursued the offender's stealthy pace, 
And heavy, sure, and hard it fell, 
The curse of blood, on all his race I 
Spared from their kindred strife, 
The young Thersander's life. 
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Stern Polynice's heir, was left alone : 
In evcrj martial game, 
And in the Seld of Fame, 
For early force and matchless prowess known : 
Was left, the pride and prop to be 
Of good Adrastus' pedigree, 
And hence, through loins of ancient kings, 
The warrior hlood of Theron springs : 
Exalted name! to whom belong 
The minstrel's harp, the poet's song, 

In fair Olympia crown 'd ; 
And where, 'mid Pythia's olives blue, 
An equal lot his brother drew ; 
And where his twice-twain coursers flew 

The isthmus twelve times round. — 
Such honour, eam'd by toil and care. 
May best his ancient wrongs repair, 

And wealth, unstain'd by pride. 
May Inngh at fortune's fickle power. 
And blameless in the tempting hour 

Of syren ease abide : — 
Led by that star of heavenly ray, 
Which best may keep our darkling way 

O'er life's unsteady tide ! 

For, whoso holds in righteousness the throne, 

He in his heart hath known 
IIow the foul spirits of the guilty dead. 

In chambers dark and dread. 
Of nether earth abide, and penal flame : 

Where he whom none may name, 
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Lays bare the soul by stem necessity ; 
Seated in judgment high ; 

The minister of God whose arm is there. 

In heaven alike and hell, almighty everywhere I- 
But, ever bright, by day, by night. 
Exulting in excess of light ; 
From labour free and long distress, 
The good enjoy their happiness. — 
Xo more the stubborn soil they cleave. 
Nor stem for scanty food the wave ; 

But with the venerable gods they dwell : — 
No tear bedims their thankful eye, 
Nor mars their long tranquillity ; 

While those accursed howl in pangs unspeakable. 

But, who the thrice-renew'd probation 
Of either world may well endure ; 
And keep witli righteous destination 
The soul from all transgression pure ; 
To such and such alone is given, 
To walk the rainbow paths of heaven, 
To that tall city of almi^rhtv time. 
Where ocean's balmy breezes play, 
And, flashing to the western day. 
The gorgeous blossoms of sucli blessed clime. 
Now in the liappy isles are seen 
Sparkling througli tlie groves of green ; 
And now, all glorious to behold. 
Tinge the wave with floating gold, — 



II 
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Hence are their garlands woven — hence their hands 
Fiird with triumphal boughs ; — the righteous doom 
Of Rhadamanthus, whom, o'er these his lands, 
A blameless judge in every time to come, 
Chronos, old Chronos, sire of gods, hath placed ; 

Who with his consort dear. 

Dread Rhea, reigneth here 
On cloudy throne, with deathless honour graced. — 

And still they say, in high communion, 
Peleus and Cadmus here abide ; 
And, with the blest in blessed union, 
(Nor Jove has Thetis' prayer denied,) 
The daughter of the ancient sea 
Hath brought her warrior boy to be ; 
Him whose stern avenging blow 
Laid the prop of Ilium low. 
Hector, train'd to slaughter fell, 
By all but him invincible ; — 
And sea-born Cycnus tamed ; and slew 
Aurora's knight of Ethiop hue. — 

Beneath my rattling belt I wear 

A sheaf of arrows keen and clear. 

Of vocal shafts, that wildly fly, 

Nor ken the base their import high. 
Yet to the wise they breathe no vulgar melody. 
Yes, he is wise whom nature's dower 
Hath raised above the crowd. — 
But, train'd in study's formal hour, 
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There are who hate the minstrers power, 
As daws who mark the eagle tower. 

And croak in envy loud ! — 
So let them rail ! bat thou ! my heart, 
Rest on the bow thy levelPd dart ; 

Nor seek a worthier aim 
For arrow sent on friendship's wing. 
Than him the Agragantine king 

Who best thy song may claim. — 
For, by eternal truth I swear, 
Ilis parent town shall scantly bear 
A soul to every friend so dear, 

A breast so void of blame ; 
Though twenty lustres rolling round. 
With rising youth her nation crownM, 
In heart, in hand, should none be found 

Like Theron's honoured name. — 
Yes ! we have heard the factious lie I — 
But let the babbling vulgar try 
To blot his worth with tyranny. — 

Seek thou the ocean strand I — 
And when thv soul would fain record 
The bounteous deeds of vonder lord. 

Go — reckon up the sand I- 
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III. 



TO THE SAME. 



May my solemn strain ascending 
Please the long-hair'd Helen well, 
And those brave twins of Leda's shell 
The stranger's holy cause defending ! 
With whose high name the chorus blending 
To ancient Agragas shall rise, 
And Theron for the chariot prize 
Again, and not in vain, contending. — 
The muse, in numbers bold and high, 
Ilath taught my Dorian note to fly. 
Worthy of silent awe, a strange sweet harmony.- 



Yes ! — as I fix mine eager view 
On yonder wreath of paly blue, 
That olive wreath, whose shady round 
Amid the courser's mane is bound ; 
I feel again the sacred glow 
That bids my strain of rapture flow, 
With shrilly breath of Spartan flute. 
The many- voiced harp to suit ; 
And wildly fling my numbers sweet, 
Again mine ancient friend to greet. — 
Nor, Pisa, thee I leave unsung; 
To men the parent of renown. 
Amid whose shady ringlets strung, 
Etolia binds her olive crown ; 
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Whose sapling root from Scythian down 
And Ister's fount Alcides bare, 
To deck his parent's hallow'd town ; 
With placid brow and suppliant prayer 
Soothing the favoured northern seed, 
Whose horny-hoofed victims bleed. 
To Phoebus of the flowing hair. 

A boon from these the Hero pray'd : 
One graft of that delightful tree ; 
To Jove's high hill a welcome shade. 
To men a blessed fruit to be, 
And crown of future victory. — 
For that fair moon, whose slender light 
With inefficient horn had shone, 
When late on Pisa's airy height 
He rearVl to Jove the altar stone ; 
Now, through the dappled air, alone, 
In perfect rin;^ of glory bright, 
Guided her golden-wheeled throne; 
The broad and burning; eve of ni^rht. — 
And now the davs were told ari<rht. 
When Alplieus, from his sandy source. 
Should judge the champion's eager might. 
And mark of wheels the rolling force. — 
Nor yet a tree to cheer the sight 
The Cronian vale of Polops bore I 
Obnoxious to the noonday weight 
Of summer suns, a naked shore. — 
But she who sways the silent sky. 
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Latona's own equestrian maid 

Beheld how far Alcides stray'd, 

Bound on adventure strange and high ; 

Forth from the glens of Arcady 

To Istrian rocks in ice array'd 

lie urged the interminable race, 

(Such penance had Eurystheus laid,) 

The golden-horned hind to chase, 

Which, grateful for Diana's aid, 

By her redeemed from foul embrace, 

Old Atlas' daughter hallow'd. 

Thus, following where the quarry fled. 

Beyond the biting north he pass'd, 

Beyond the regions of the blast, 

And, all unknown to traveller's tread, 

lie saw the blessed land at last. — 

lie stopp'd, he gazed with new delight 

When that strange verdure met his sight ; 

And soft desire inflamed his soul 

(Where twelve-times round the chariots roll) 

To plant with such the Pisan goal. 

But now, unseen to mortal eyes, 
He comes to Theron's sacrifice ; 
And with him brings to banquet there 
Iligh-bosom'd Leda's knightly pair. — 
Himself to high Olympus bound. 
To these a latest charge he gave, 
A solemn annual feast to found. 
And of contending heroes round 
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To deck the strong, the swift, the brave. — 

Nor do.ubt I that on Theron's head. 

And on the good Eumenides, 

The sons of Jove their blessing shed ; 

Whom still, with bounteous tables spread* 

That holy tribe delight to please ; 

Observing with religious dread 

The hospitable god*s decrees. 

But, wide as water passeth earthy clay. 

Or sun-bright gold transcendeth baser ore : 

Wide as from Greece to that remotest shore 

Whose rock-built pillars own Alcides' sway ; 

Thy fame hath pass'd thine equals ! — To explore 

The further ocean all in vain essay. 

Or fools or wise ; — here from thy perilous way 

Cast anchor here, my bark I I dare no more I — 



IV. 



TO PSAUMIS OF CAHARIXA. 



On, urging on the tireless speed 
Of thunder's elemental steed, 
Lord of the world, Almighty Jove I 
Since these thine hours have sent me forth 
The witness of thy champion's worth, 
And prophet of thine olive grove ; — 
And since the good thy poet hear, 
And hold his tuneful message dear ; — 
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Saturnian Lord of Etna hill ! — 
Whose storm-cemented rocks encage 
The hundred-headed rebeFs rage ; 
Accept with favourable will 
The Muses' gift of harmony : 
The dance, the song, whose numbers higli 
Forbid the hero's name to die, 
A crown of life abiding still ! — 

Hark ! round the car of victory, 
Where noble Psaumis sits on high, 

The cheering notes resound ; 
Who vows to swell with added fame 
His Camarina's ancient name ; 

With Pisan olive crown'd. — 
And thou, oh father, hear his prayer I — 
For much I praise the knightly care 

That trains the warrior steed : 
Nor less the hospitable hall 
Whose open doors the stranger call ; 
Yet, praise I Psaumis most of all 

For wise and peaceful rede, 
And patriot love of liberty. — 
— What? — do we weave the glozing lie ? — 
Then whoso list my truth to try, 

The proof bo in the deed ! — 

To Lemnos' laughing dames of yore. 
Such was the proof Ernicus bore. 
When, matchless in his speed, 
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All brazen-arm'd the racer hoar. 
Victorious on the applauding shore, 

Sprang to the proffer'd meed ; — 
Bow'd to the Queen his wreathed head ; — 
" Thou seest my limbs are light," he said ; 

" And, lady, mayst thou know. 
That every joint is firmly strung, 
And hand and heart alike are young ; 
Though treacherous time my locks among 

Have strew'd a summer snow I*' — 



V. 



TO THE SAME. 



Accept of those Olympian games the crown. 

Daughter of Ocean, rushy Camarine I — 

The flower of knightly worth and high renown. 

Which car-borne Psamnis on thy parent shrine, 

(Psaumis, the patriot, wliom thy peopled town 

Its second author owns,) with rite divine 

Suspends I — His praise the twice six altars tell 

Of the great gods whom he hath feasted well 

With blood of bull ; the praise of victory. 

AVhere cars and mules and steeds contest the prize 

And that green garland of renown to thee 

He hallows, virgin daughter of the sea I 

And to his sire and household deities. — 

Thee, too, returning home from Pelops' land, 
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Thee, guardian Pallas, and thy holy wood, 

He hails with song ; and cool Oanus' flood ; 

And of his native pool the rushy strand ; 

And thy broad bed, refreshing Hipparis, 

Whose silent waves the peopled city kiss ; 

That city which hath blest his bounteous hand 
Rearing her goodly bowers on high. — 
That now, redeem'd from late disgrace, 

The wealthy mother of a countless race, 

She lifts her front in shining majesty. 

'Tis ever thus ! by toil, and pain. 
And cumbrous cost, we strive to gain 
Some seeming prize whose issues lie 
In darkness and futurity. 
And yet, if conquest crown our aim, 
Then foremost in the rolls of fame. 
Even from the envious herd a forced applause we claim. 

cloud enthroned, protecting Jove, 
Who sits the Cronian cliflTs above, 
And Alpheus' ample wave, 

And that dark gloom hast deign'd to love 
Of Ida's holy cave ! 
On softest Lydian notes to thee 

1 tune the choral prayer, 

That this thy town, the brave, the free. 
The strong in virtuous energy. 
May feel thine endless care. 

And, victor, thou, whose matchless might 
The Pisan wreath hath bound ; 
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Still, Psaumis, be thy chief delight 

In generous coursers found. — 
Calm be thy latter age, and late 

And gently fall the stroke of fate, 

Thy children standing round I 

And know, when favouring gods have given 

A green old age, a temper even. 

And wealth and fame in store. 

The task were vain to scale the heaven ; — 
Have those immortals more ? — 



VI. 



TO AOBSiAS or STUACCSE. 



Who seeks a goodly bower to raise, 

Conspicuous to the stranger's eye, 

With gold the lintel overlays. 

And clothes the porch in ivory. 
So bright, so bold, so wonderful. 
The choicest themes of verse I cull, 

To each high song a frontal high ! — 
But lives there one, whose brows arounil 
The green Olympian wreath is bound ; 
Prophet and priest in those abodes 
Where Pisans laud the sire of gods; 
And Syracusa's denizen ?" — 
Who, 'mid the sons of mortal men. 
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While envy's self before his name 
Abates her rage, may fitlier claim 
Whate'er a bard may yield of fame ? — 
For sure, to no forbidden strife, 
In hallow'd Pisa's field of praise, 
He came, the priest of blameless life ! — 
Nor who in peace hat^ pass'd his days, 
Marring with canker sloth his might, 
May hope a name in standing fight, 
Nor in the hollow ship to raise ! — 

By toil, illustrious toil alone, 
Of elder times the heroes shone ; 
And, bought by like emprize, to thee, 
warrior priest, like honour be ; — 
Such praise as good Adrastus bore 
To him, the prophet chief of yore. 
When, snatchM from Thebes' accurs&d fight, 
With steed and car and armour bright, 
Down, down he sank to earthly night. 

When the fight was ended. 
And the sevenfold pyres 
All their funeral fires 
In one sad lustre blended, 
The leader of the host 
Murmur'd mournfully, 
" I lament the eye 
Of all mine army lost I — 
To gods and mortals dear, 



— -1 
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Either art he knew ; 

Auger tried and true, 

And strong to wield the spear !*' — 

And, by the powers divine, 

Such praise is justly thine, 
Oh Syracusian peer. — 
For of a gentle blood thy race is sprung, 
And she shall truly tell, the muse of honey'd tongue. 

Then yoke the mules of wingbd pace, 
And, Phintis, climb the car with me ; 
For well they know tlie path to trace 
Of yonder victor's pedigree ! — 

Unbar the gates of song, unbar ! — 

For we to-day must journey far, 

To Sparta and to Pitane. — 

She, mournful nymph, and nursing long 

Her silent pain and virgin wrong, 

To Neptune's rape a daughter fair, 

Evadne of the glossy hair, 

(Dark as the violet's darkest shade,) 

In solitary sorrow bare. 

Then to her nurse the infant maid 

She weeping gave, and bade convey 

To hiijli Phersana's hall awav ; 

AVhere, woman-grown, and doora'd to prove 

In turn a god's disastrous love. 

Her charms allured the Lord of day. — 

Nor long the months, ere fierce in pride. 
The painful tokens of disgrace 
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Her foster father sternly eyed, 
Fruit of the furtive god's embrace. — 

He spake not, but with soul on flame. 

He sought th' unknown offender's name, 
At Phoebus' Pythian dwelling place. — 
But she, beneath the greenwood spray, 
Her zone of purple silk untied ; 

And flung the silver clasp away 
That rudely press'd her heaving side ; 

While, in the solitary wood, 

Lucina's self to aid her stood. 
And fate a secret force supplied. — 

But, who the mother's pang can tell, 
As sad and elowly she withdrew, 
And bade her babe a long farewell. 
Laid on a bed of violets blue ? — 

When, ministers of Heaven's decree, 

(Dire nurses they and strange to see,) 
Two scaly snakes of azure hue 

Watch'd o'er his helpless infancy, 

And, rifled from the mountain bee. 
Bare on their forky tongues a harmless honey-dew. — 

Swift roll the wheels ! from Delphos' home 
Arcadia's car-borne chief is come : 

But, ah, how changed his eye ! — 
His wrath is sunk, and pass'd his pride, 
" Where is Evadne's babe," he cried, 

" Child of the Deity ?" 
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*Twa8 thus the augur god replied, 
Nor strove his noble seed to hide : 
And to his favour'd boy, beside 

The gift of prophecy, 
And power beyond the sons of men 
The secret things of fate to ken, 

His blessing will supply.*' — 

But, vainly, from his liegemen round, 

He sought the noble child ! 
Who, naked on the grassy ground. 

And nurtured in the wild. 
Was moistened with the sparkling dew 

Beneath his hawthorn bower ; 
Where morn her wat'ry radiance threw, 
Now golden bright, now deeply blue, 

Upon the violet flower. — 

From that dark bed of breathing bloom 

His mother gave his name ; 
And liimus, through years to come, 

Will live in lasting fame ; 
Who, when the blossom of his davs 

Had ripen'd on the tree, 
From forth tlie brink where Alpheus strays. 
Invoked the god whose sceptre sways 
The hoarse resounding sea ; 
And, whom the Delian isle obeys, 

The archer deity. — 
Alone amid the nightly shade, 
Beneath the naked heaven he prayed, 
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And sire and grandsire caird to aid ; 
When lo, a voice that loud and dread 

Burst from the horizon free ; 
" Hither !" it spake, " to Pisa's shore ! 
My voice, oh son, shall go before, 

Beloved, follow me !" 

So, in the visions of his sire, he went 

Where Cronium's scarr'd and barren brow 

Was red with morning's earliest glow, 

Though darkness wrapped the nether element — 

There, in a lone and craggy dell, 

A double spirit on him fell, 

Th' unlying voice of birds to tell. 

And, (when Alcmena's son should found 

The holy games in Elis crown'd,) 
By Jove's high altar evermore to dwell. 

Prophet and priest ! — From him descend 

The fathers of our valiant friend, 

Wealthy alike and just and wise, 

Who tr^d the plain and open way ; 

And who is he that dared despise 

With galling taunt the Cronian prize. 

Or their illustrious toil gainsay, 

Whose chariots whirling twelve times round 

With burning wheels th' Olympian ground 

Have gilt their brow with glory's ray ? 

For, not the steams of sacrifice 

From cool Cyllene's height of snow. 

Nor vainly from thy kindred rise 
21 
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The heaven-appeasing litanies 

To Hermes, who, to men below, 

Or gives the garland or denies : — 

By whose high aid, Agesias, know, 

And his, the thunderer of the skies. 

The olive wreath hath bound thy brow ! — 

Arcadian ! Yes, a warmer zeal 

Shall whet my tongue thy praise to tell ! 

I feel the sympathetic flame 

Of kindred love — a Theban I, 

Whose parent nymph from Arcady 

(Metope's daughter, Thebe) came. — 

Dear fountain goddess, warrior maid, 

By whose pure rills my youth hath play'd ; 

Who now assembled Greece among. 

To car-borne chiefs and warriors strong. 

Have wove the many-colour'd song. — 

Then, minstrel ! bid thy chorus rise 
To Juno, queen of deities, 
Partlienian huly of the skies ! 
For, live there vet who dare defame 
AVith sor(li<l mirth our countrv's name ; 
Who tax with scorn our ancient line. 
And call the brave Boeotians swine ? — 
Yet, iEncas, sure thy numbers high 
May charm their brutish enmity : 
Dear herald of the holy muse. 
And, teeming with Parnassian dews, 
Cup of untasted harmony I 
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That strain once more ! — The chorus raise 
To Syracusa's wealthy praise, 
And his the lord whose happy reign 
Controls Trinacria*8 ample plain, 

Hiero, the just, the wise, 

Whose steamy offerings rise 
To Jove, to Ceres, and that darling maid. 

Whom, rapt in chariot bright, 

And horses silver-white, 
Down to his dusky bower the lord of hell convey'd ! 

Oft hath he heard the Muses' string resound 

Ilis honoured name ; and may his latter days, 

With wealth, and worth, and minstrel garlands crowned, 

Mark with no envious ear a subject praise, 

Who now from fair Arcadia's forest wide 

To Syracusa, homeward, from his home 

Returns, a common care, a common pride. — 

(And, whoso darkling braves the ocean's foam, 

May safeliest moor'd with twofold anchor ride ;) 

Arcadia, Sicily on either side 

Guard him with prayer ; — and thou who rulest the deep, 

Fair Amphitrite's lord ! in safety keep 

His tossing keel, — and evermore to me 

No meaner theme assign of poesy ! 
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TRANSLATION 



OF 



A FRAGMENT OF A DANISH SONG. 

King Christian stood beside the mast. 

In smoky night ; 
His falchion fell like hammer fast, 
And brains and helms asunder brast ; 
Then sunk each hostile hull and mast 

In smoky night; 
Fly, fly ! they shriek' d — ^what mortal man 
Can strive with Denmark's Christian 

In fight ? 

Niels Juel raised a warrior cry, 

" Now, now's the day !" 
lie hoisted up the red flag high. 
And dash'd amidst the enemy 
With blow on blow, and cry on cry, 

" Now, now's the day !" 
And still they shriek M — " Fly, Sweden, fly I 
When Juel comes, what strength shall try 

The fray?" 
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TRANSLATION 

OP 

AN INSCRIPTION ON A MONUMENT, 

IXTKXDED TO PERPETUATE THE MEMORT OP THE PRIENDSHIP OP TWO PERSONS 

WHO WERE LIVINQ WHEN IT WAS WRITTEN. 

" May every light-wing'd moment bear 
A blessing to this noble pair. 
Long may they love the rural ease 
Of these fair scenes, and scenes like these ; 
The pine's dark shade, the mountain tall, 
And the deep dashing waterfall. 
And when each hallow'd spirit flies 
To seek a better paradise, 
Beneath this turf their ashes dear 
Shall drink their country's grateful tear ; 
In death alike and life possessing 
The rich man's love, the poor man's blessing." 



VERSIFICATION 

OP 

TUE SPEECH OF GEOORGIN TO BEYUN. 

(FROM THE SHAH NAMEH.) 

Seest thou yon shclter'd vale of various dye, 
Refreshing prospect to the warrior's eye ? 
Yon dusky grove, yon garden blooming fair, 
The turf of velvet, and of musk the air ? 
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Surcharged with sweets the languid river glides, 

The lilies bending o'er its silver tides ; 

While through the copse in bashful beauty glows 

The dark luxuriance of the lurking rose. 

Now seen, now lost, amid the flowery maze, 

With slender foot the nimble pheasant strays ; 

The ringdove's murmur lulls the cypress dell, 

And richest notes of tranced Philomel. 

Still, still the same, through every circling year. 

Unwearied spring renews an Eden here. 

And mark, my friend, where many a sylph-like maid 

Weaves the lithe dance beneath the citron shade ! 

Where chief, of Touran's king the matchless child, 

Beams like a sun-ray through this scented wild ; 

Sitara next, her sister, beauteous queen, 

Than rose or fairest jasmine fairer seen ; 

And last, their Turkish maids, whose sleepy eyes 

Laugh from beneath each envious veil's disguise ; 

AVhose length of locks the coal-black musk disclose, 

Their forms the cypress, and their cheeks the rose ; 

AVhile on their sugar'd lips the grape's rich water glows. 

How blest the traveller not forbid to stay 

In such sweet bowers the scorching summer's day I 

How famed the knight whose dauntless arm should bciir 

To great Khi-Kusroo's court a Turkish fair ! 
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FROM THE MOALLAKAII OF HARETH. 

And Asma ! lovely sojourner ! wilt thou forsake our land, 
Forgetful of thy plighted vows on Shamma's glittering 

sand? 
No more in Shoreb's rugged dell I see thee by my side, 
No more in Katha's mead of green where vocal waters 

glide ! 
In Ayla and in Shobathan all lonely must I go, 
And, therefore, sleep has fled my soul, and fast my sorrows 

flow! 

Yet am I loved, and yet my eyes behold the beacon light, 
Which Hinda kindles on her hill, to lure me through the 

night. 
Broad as the dawn, from Akik's brow its ruddy embers shine, 
But Hinda's heart may never meet an answering glow in 

mine! 
And I must seek a nobler aid against consuming care, 
Where all the brethren of my tribe the battle bow prepare. 

My camel with the mother- bird in swiftness well may vie, 
Tall as a tent, *mid desert sands that rears her progeny, 
That lists the murmur of the breeze, the hunter's lightest 

sound 
With stealthy foot at twilight fall soft gliding o'er the 

ground ; 

But not the ostrich speed of fire my camel can excel, 
Whose footstep leaves so light a mark we guess not where 
it fell ; 
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Now up, now down, like wither'd leaves that flit before the 

wind, 
On her I stem the burning noon that strikes the valiant 

blind. 

Yes, we have heard an angry sound of danger from afar. 
Our brother's bands of Tayleb's seed have braved us to the 

war; 
The good and evil they confound, their words are fierce 

and fell, 
"Their league," say they, "is with the tribe that in the 

desert dwell." 
Their men of might have met by night, and as the day 

began, 
A proud and a disdainful shout throughout their army ran. 
And horses neigh*d, and camels scream'd, and man cried 

out on man ! 



TRANSLATION OF AN ODE OF KLOPSTOCK'S. 



HE. 



Ah Selma ! if our love the fates should sever, 

And bear thy spirit from the world below. 
Then shall mine eyes be wet with tears for ever. 

Each gloomy morn, each night of darker woe ; 
Each hour, that passed so soon in thy embracing, 

Each Tninute keenly felt shall force a tear ; 
The long, long months ! the years so slowly pacing ! 

Which all were swift alike, and all were dear. 
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SHE. 

My Sclmar ! ah, if from thy Selraa parted, 

Thy soul should first the paths of darkness tread, 
Sad were my course, and short, and broken-hearted, 

To weep those lonely days, that dismal bed ! 
Each hour that erst in converse sweet returning. 

Shone with thy smile, or sparkled with thy tear ; 
Each lingering day should lengthen out my mourning, 

The days that pass'd so swiftly and so dear ! 

BR. 

And did I promise, Selma, years of sorrow ? 

And canst thou linger only days behind ? 
Few minutes, few, be mine from fate to borrow, 

Near thy pale cheek and breathless form reclined, 
Press thy dead hand, and, wildly bending o*er thee, 

Print one last kiss upon thy glazed eye. 

SHE. 

Nay, Selmar, nay — I will not fall before thee ; 

That pang be mine ; thou shalt not see me die ; 
Some few sad moments on thy death-bed lying, 

By thy pale corpse my trembling frame shall be; 
Gaze on thy altered form, then, inly sighing. 

Sink on that breast, and wax as pale as thee. 
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TRANSLATION 

OP 

AN INSCRIPTION RECENTLY DISCOVERED IN SAMOS. 

(Clarke's travels.) 

TuRiNNA, famed for every grace 
Of learning and of ancient race, 
Whom all the virtues did consent 
With all their gifts to ornament, 
When thrice nine little years are flown 
Hath left her parents to bemoan, 
With bitter tears, the early dead 
By whom their house is widowM. 
For nought remains, now she is gone, 
That love or hope may rest upon. 
And she hath left her palace home 
To sleep witliin the narrow tomb. 
Yet may her race, or good men feign, 
Eevive from such distress again. 



TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN. 

Take here the tender harp again, 

Muse I which thou hast lent to me ; 

1 wake no more the joyous strain 
To youthful love or social glee. 
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Forgive the weak and sickly shell 
That could so ill my soul express ; 
What most I wish'd I durst not tell, 
And chose my themes from idleness. 

Oft when I told of peace and pleasure, 
I mark'd the hostile sabre shine ; 
And water, doled in scanty measure, 
I drank, who wont to sing of wine. 

Might peace, might love's auspicious fire 
But gild at last my closing day. 
Then, Goddess, then return the lyre 
To wake perhaps a loftier lay. 



FROM THE GULISTAN. 

XRSCRIPTION OVER THB ARCHED ALCOTK OF FERIDOON'S OAI.L. 

Brother ! know the world deceiveth ! 
Trust on Him who safely giveth ! 
Fix not on the world thy trust, 
She feeds us — but she turns to dust, 
And the bare earth or kingly throne 
Alike may serve to die upon ! 
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FROM THE GULISTAX. 

The man who leaveth life behind, 
May well and boldly speak his mind : 
Where flight is none from battle field, 
We blithely snatch the sword and shield ; 
Where hope is past, and hate is strong. 
The wretch's tongue is sharp and long ; 
Myself have seen, in wild despair, 
The feeble cat the mastiflf tear. 



FROM THE GCLISTAX. 

Who tlie silent man can prize, 
If a fool he be or wise ? 
Yet, though lonely seem the wood, 
Therein mav lurk the beast of blood. 
Often bashful looks conceal 
Tongue of fire and heart of steel. 
And deem not thou, in forest gray, 
Every dappled skin thy prey ; 
Lest thou rouse, with luckless spear, 
The tiger for the fallow deer ! 
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IMITATION OF AN ODE BY KOODRUT. 

Ambition's voice was in my ear, she whisper'd yesterday, 
" How goodly is the land of Room, how wide the Russian 

sway ! 
How bless'd to conquer either realm, and dwell through 

life to come, 
Luird by the harp's melodious string, cheer'd by the 

northern drum !" 
But Wisdom heard ; " Oh youth," she said, " in passion's 

fetter tied, 
come and see a sight with me shall cure thee of thy 

pride!" 
She led me to a lonely dell, a sad and shady ground. 
Where many an ancient sepulchre gleam'd in the moon- 
shine round. 
And "Here Secunder sleeps," she cried; "this is his 

rival's stone ; 
And here the mighty chief reclines who rear'd the Median 

throne. 
Inquire of these, doth aught of all their ancient pomp 

remain 
Save late regret and bitter tears for ever and in vain ? 
Return, return, and in thy heart engraven keep my lore; 
The lesser wealth the lighter load, — small blame betides 

the poor." 
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TRANSLATION OF A SONNET. 

BY THE LATE ITAWAB OF OUDE, ASUF UD DOWLA. 

In those eyes that glisten as in pity for my pain, 

Are they gems, or only dew-drops ? Can they, will they 

long remain ? 
Why the strength of tyrant beauty thus, with seeming 

ruth restrain ? 
Better breathe my last before thee, than in lingering grief 

remain. 

To yon planet, Fate has given every month to wax and 

wane; 
And — thy world of blushing brightness, — can it, will it 

long remain ? 
Asuf ! why in mournful numbers, of thine absence thus 

complain, 
Chance has join'd us, chance has parted I — nought on 

earth can long remain. 

In the world mayst thou, belovcid I live exempt from grief 

and pain. 
On my lips the breath is fleeting — can it, will it long 

remain ? 
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885 



THE BOKE OF THE PURPLE FAUCON. 



Icy commence le Romaunt du Grand Roye PantagruclU. 

Yt is a kynge both fyne and felle, 
That hyght Sir Claudyus Pantagruelle, — 
The fyncst and fellest, more or lesse, 
Of alle the kynges in Heathenesse. 
That Syre was Soudan of Surrye, 
Of (Estrick and of Cappadocie, 
His Erne was Lorde I understonde 
Of all Cathye and of Boehman Londe. 
LXX Dukes, that were soe wighte, 
Served him by daie and by nighte. 
Thereto he made him a lothely messe, 
Everie morningc more or lesse, 
A manne chylde of VII yere age, 
Thereof he seethed hys pottage. 
Everie knyghte who went that waye 
His nose and ears was fayne to paye ; 
Sothcly, as the Romaunts telle. 
For the Dyner of Pantagruelle. 
Yn all *the londes of Ethiopcc^ 
Was ne so worthy a kinge as hee. 



Le Roymome 
de FanUgruelle. 



Commrat Pan* 
tagruclle tcnajt 
l>oiiue tabic, et 

obvre ; 



et ettojt digue 
rojr. 



T[ Ande it befclle upon a daye 

Thys Pantagruelle he went to playe 
With his Ladye thatte was so brighte, 
Yn her bowre yn alle mennes syghte. 



rAmmeni 11 
aimnjtU Borne 
Cjelle. 
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Thatte Lady was hyghte Cycelee ; 

And thereto sange shea 

Alle into Grekysh as she colde best, 

" Lambeth, Sadeck, Apocatest ;*' 

Namely, " My love yf thou wouldest wynne 

Bringe wyth thee a purple falcon ynne." 

1[ Thatte laye made hym sadde and sowre, 
And careful came hee adowne the towre. 
f^TOlSireJitoJ?' He layde his hedde upon a stone ; 

mvMODteuu 

For sorrow his lyfe was well nigh gone ; 
He sobbed amayne and sighed sore 
" Alacke Cycile, for evermore.'* 
seiarmort*. jjyg p^^g^ ^^ broughto him hys helmette, 

Thatte was clcped Alphabet ; 
He donned hys bootes made of the skyn 
Of Loup-garou and of Gobbelyn, 
And liys hauberke that was soe harde 
Ywovon wcllc of spykcnarde. 
gjoi/uTiri'iiT*" Virgile hadde made that cote-armure 

With Maunictry fenced and guarded sure ; 
And Hypocras and Arystote 
Had woven the rvn^^es of thatte cote. 
He tooke hys spere that was so strong, 
Hys axe was sharpe, Ills sworde was long, 
And thys the devyse upon his sheilde — 
A red rose yn a green e fielde. 
And under, yn language of Syrie, 
'* Belle rose que tu es jolye.*' 
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hot 



Ycy commence le U Chant du Bon Roy PantagrueUc, 

Lysten Lordynges to the talc 
Of Pantagruelle and hys travayle. 
He through many a lande has gone, 
Pantagruelle hymself alone; 
Many a hyll most hyghe has clome, 
Many a broade rivere has swome. 
He paste through Cathaye and Picardie, 
Babylon, Scotland, and Italic ; 
And asked of alle as yt befelle. 
But of no adventure herde he telle, 
Tyl after manic a wearie daye, 
Lyghtly he came to a foreste graye : 
Manic an auncient oke dyd growe. 
Doddered and frynged with mysletoe; 
Manie an ashe of paly hue 
Whyspcred yn every breeze that blewc. 
Pantagruelle hath sworne by Mahoune, 
Bye Termagaunt and by Abadoune, 
Bye Venus, thatte was so sterne and stronge. 
And Apollin with homes longe, 
And other Sondes of Maumctrye, 
That the ende of that foreste he would see. 



8«i Tojmg«s. 



LI S<*nnenl do 
Pftntacraellc. 



Lysten Lordinges the soothe I tell : 
Nothyng was true that here befelle. 
But all the okes that flourished soe free, 
Flourished only in grammaric ; 
22 



La Forf «t 
eoobautee. 
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In that same forcstc nothing grewe 
But broad and darke the boughcs of yew, 
Sothely I tell you and indede 
There was many a wicked weede ; 
There was the wolf-bane greene and highe, 
Whoso smelleth the same shall die, 
And the long grasse wyth poyson mixed. 
Adders coyled and hyssed betwixt. 

Yn thatte same chace myghte noe man hear 
Hunter or home or hounde or deer ; 
Neyther dared yn thatte wood to goe 
Coney or martin, or hare or doe. 
Nor on the shawe the byrdes gay, 
Starling, Cuckoo, or Popynjay ; 
But Gryphon fanged, and bristly boare, 
Gnarred and fomed hys way before, 
And tlie bcoste who can falsely weepe, 
Crocodilus, was here goode chepe ; 
Satyr, and Loapard, and Tygris, 
Bloody Camelopardalys, 
And every make of beastes bolde. 
Nestled and roared in that their holde. 
Daves and nyiirlites but only IV, 
And Pantaffruelle could rvde no more. 
IIvs shoulders were bv In^s helmet worne, 
lie was a weary wyghte forlorne, 
And hys cheeke thatte was soe redde, 
Colde and darke as the beaten ledde. 
saMUere. Hys dcstrierc might no further passe, 
It lothed to taste that evyl grasse. 
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Heavy he clombe from offe hys steede, 
Of hys lyfe he stoode in drede : 
"Alacke, alacke, Cyceli 
Here I dye for love of thee !" 
Forth through the thorny brake hee paste, 
Tylle he came to a poole at laste ; 
And bye that poole of water clere 
Satte a manne chylde of seven yere ; 
Clothed he was in scarlet and graine, 
Cloth of silver and cordovaine ; 
As a field flower he was faire, 
Seemed he was some Erie's heir, 
And perchynge on hys wristc so free, 
A purple Faucon there was to see. 
Courteous hee turned hym to that Peere, 
But Pantagruelle made sory cheare. 
Highe and stately that boye hym bare, 
And bade hym abyde hys Father there. 
When the Father was there yn place. 
Never had knyght so foul a face ; 
He was tusked as anie boare, 
Brystly behind and eke before ; 
Lyons staring as they were wood, 
Salvage bull that liveth on blood. 
He was fylthy as any sowe, 
Blacke and hairy as a blacke cowe ; 
All yn a holy priest's attyre, 
Never was scene so fowle a syre. 
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WRITTEN AT BIRMIXGIIAM, DURING A SLEEPLESS 

NIGHT. 

OCCASIOXED BT A BALL BRING HELD 15 THE SAME 1X5. 

510 'fl v6iroi ll ftcya rcvOof biotv6pt*> lovtrat dviplf 
'Otrrtp iVKTincvov iror' bnpxdfttvoi TTo\itBpo¥, 
*1{ ffXciyJ^ Ktr^Ktriv, ii BtXoroyd, ii "BptfiixtLitov 
XaXfftfiroXiv, ^i\ov oitoif iydropos *II^a(<rr»(0* 

Proh Deos ! certe magnus dolor peregrino erit viro, 
Quicunque bene habitatam aliquando adveniens civitateiu, 
Aut nobilem Lyciam, aut Bilstonem, aut Bremichamum 
-35ris-civitatem, charam doinum ob virtutem-mirabiKs 
Vulcani. 

V. 510. '06otT6pto dif^i. Qiiis foret illo peregrinQS non adhac Mtis constat. 
Ilerculeiu Scholiastcs, Tbcsca uiii intelli^nt. Non aDimadrertfrc 
foiiieet boni interpretos <Je seipso Poctam haec loqui, quern Poetam 
Inspidu fuisso Anglo-Phojnicem ip«e 9U])ril dt'mon^t^avi: Excur?. i. 
V. 17. hujus libri. Et tamen cl. Turncbo Mo?c3 bis versibus annul 
videtur: (juam vcri^. judicent alii. 

V. 512. Ubinnm sit ilia Lycia mibi ba>ret aqua. Lyciam Asiaticam facinnt 
vet. Sebol. absurde : de Anglicaiiis cniin eivitatibus agitur, neque 
rro\icOpotf hla Lycia. Acok/jv IIemsterhu.«iu8 legit, nullis annuen- 
tibus Codd. Xeseio on a lupis nomen babens nunc etiam ore vor- 
iiaculnri Wulrerhmnpton audit. De Bil.*tone et Breniicbamo etiaui 
in celeberriino Jacobo Thomsono liremnhaiu invenimus: 

— *• Tby thund'ring pavement, Bremicbam." 

Kai rAre ch /ify.iX;;!' irtrrjccvo-rrty lopriiv 
515 TficrofCf avQpiinroi, ftsya rXovcioi, oJg p'lXa ra<rt 

XiiX/cdf iyl ptYtipoioi dvig xai xpvcdv i/iWKC 

*'Vli-0' apj Travy*'\ioifft \opoTg repiro'vi ^iXof xi/p 

Kovpai it'^oiyai re, rni dicpt^ tVKOvicvrti. 

yUtcpdi vr^tfjOc JTO^-Zy yticrai piyaf, cv yap f/rturro^ 
520 HKtpra, rdXX iCioy, Kvivan C fiV oj^h: J; ' kci. 
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Et tunc quidem magnum cum-studio-parant festum 
Fabri viri, multum divites, quibus valde omnibus 
Ms in sedibus Deus (Vulcanus sc.) et aurum dedit : 
Inde ergo per-totam-noctem-durantibus choris delectant 

suum cor 
Virgines bene-cinctse, et viri pulchro-modo-pulverulenti. 

[Sc. pulverosum habentes caput, 
Motus sub pedibus fit magnus, bene vcro unusquisque 
Salit, multum sudans, odor vero nidoris ad coelum ascendit. 

NOTiK. 

V. 514. Non hospitale (ut videtur) festum paravcro Breniichamcnses, cxcla- 
BUin enim fuissc advenam satis constat Ergo Bonn) Dcte tunc ngl 
sacra Clarkius Gxistimat, fulso, ititiu^modi enim sacris omncs exclu- 
debantur viri, et tamen v. 618. dvc-pes evKovUvrcs invenimus. Ut ob- 
■ccena) essent ista) saltntioncs, monento Abrcscio, vix credcrcm, ctsi 
nudis mamillis exiliquc vesto saltnsse pucllas ad omnibus fero 
acccpimus. Talia vocant fcstA Galli ** un bal par6," Anglicd 

V. 518. dvcptf tvKovUvTti. Do Barbarico cnpitis omatu tantum innntuit ut 
tritnm fortasse et tenuo argunicntum videar aggrcssus ; 'aXX' hfiuii 
tiprjccrai. Noscant juniores quod inter plurimas Barbnrorum gentes, 
lluttentotas sc. ct Cuffros et Anglos, mos erat patrius Inrdo, nidoro 
ursarum, et similibus collincre crines, et deindc albo quodnm pulvcre 
3onspergere et conserere. evKovUvreg, Gallic^ "bicn poudr6;" Anglicd, 
*' isrU pototttTcD." 

'E« a \vp(i)v x^^'rat yXvKtpdv /irXof, i)i cvpiyyujv, 
'a XX' h Ittvo^ IvtpBt KaOi^rrai d\vvficvOf xffp 
Ai<pp(o dtiKcXioi ffXiOcif, Ktvci) tc Toavc^a, 
\tiXtatv OVT Art ^rrrvov i\(i>y, ovr Oftftcuriv wrvov. 

K. T, X. 

Lvrarum vero effunditur dulcis sonus aut tibiarum — 
Advena vero infra sedet dolore-affectus cor 
Sedili inhonesto rcclinans, vacuaque mensa, 
Labris neque cibum habens, nee oculis somnum, &c. 
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V. 522. Non in infernifl regionibus, ut insomniavit bonus vir, EiHtor Glas- 
guensis, ut infcriori camerd, pedibusque snltantium subjects. 

V. 524. Ob^errnndum est quain mird arte Poctn sui vintoris pairium innuit 
pudureni. Si nempc Scotus fuisjiet llibernusvc, mirum c«set. ne 
innati frctus audaciE, Anglic^, "sporting a farr," coenam «ihi, et gra- 
tis, comparaaact. Cum vcre et Anglus sit, et ingenui puduii:* puor, 
manct iinmotus natv6ficv6{ rtp dum empto tardoque coquoniin auxilio 
ribi cibus paratur. Do Anglurum modestiJL vide cl. Marklandum in 
buno locum. 



R. W. IIAY ESQ. 

All Souls, 1S57. 

Zam HM^-und WuJilgtfboren Ifnrm tmi Hay dcM (htU^iwn Chritli gradual irtem SiniiriU^f 
des Kaia : Bussich : Ordcns det liar und df* SchliUttJUuMc Rilier^ dc. dr. Jc 

KoMM mein Freund, ich bitte, mit miram Montag 
speisen, 
Abor, icli muss dir sagcn dass kcin auslandishes Essen 
Gebc icli dir; mit Schinken-Gescbmack die sauere Krauter, 
Xicht die berrlicbe Fiscbe, die kostbare Suppe des Sterlet, 
Oder mit salzem Butter den Barscb, den wassergekocbten. 
Und, acb, leider des Armutbs ! den guten vortreftHeben 

Rbeinwcin 
Ilier bekommest du niebt aus grunen Glaser getrunken, 
Und das dickes Bier, was liebt der durstige Deutsdier ! 
llier sind bloss Kartoffehi, und nur ein gewiiltiges Birf- 

steak, 
Oder ein Scblipsenbraten, und ein Par Kiicblein mit Zunge, 
Und ein Sabit, und Englisclies Bier, und Wasser von 

Schweppe, 
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Und Walnlisse nach Tisch, mit rothlichen Wein von Oporto, 
Also bleib ich indessen, 

Mit eincr wahren Hochachtung, 
Lieber Herr Hay, 

Euer unterthanigster, 

Reginald Heber. 
Die Zeit its halb sechs — die Local meino eigcne Stube. 



A FRAGMENT. 



ikFTBR THE HANIfBR OF 8PE9SER. 



And by that mansion's western side there stoode 
An ancient bowre enwrapte in darkest shade 
Of sacred elde, and wide-encircling woode, 
Seemed it was for saintlye abbcsse made. 
Strong were the doors with yron barrs arraide 
For fear of foe that them en harm en myghte, 
Ne any durst that fort for to invade, 
For by the wicket grate, bothe daye and nyghte, 
A snowy guardian sate; of old that Bunny highte, 

And all withinne were books of various lore, 

St. Leon's toils, and Bible nothinge newe. 

And needle-work, and artists' busie store 

Of crumbling chalke, and tyntes of everie hue ; 

And on the ground most terrible to view, 

Dame Venus' mangled limbs were strewn around; 
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For soothe to tell, the goddess envyous grewe 
When here she saw myght fairer forms be found, 
And dash'd in pieces small her statue on the ground. 

Such is that bowre, but who shall dare pourtraye 
What sister fairies there their spells combine ; 
She, whose younge charms the rugged harte cold swave 
Of prelate olde, and never tamed divine. 
She, limneresse of Spenser, (maistcr mine,) 
Angelic limneresse, in whose darke eye 
Dothe wit*s wild glance and playful beauty shine 
And she of shapeliest form and stature highe. 
And meeke unconscious state and winning majestic. 



?f OTES. 



N T K S. 
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I'. 44. 1, l*i. 

Alladlng to the ukuaI mannc-r ii whHi ^l^p U r''t'rirM>fit<><l In fliii«-t"tit Mnt Uik /'«<■ 
«lw lindar, Pytb. 1. t. Ifi, 17. " K¥-ic9'*jv vyy^if vhtjQw ttio/(>ii." 

V. 44, 1. 17. 

Ye vyirrit/r v/hm of llnn^n. 

AuthoriUefl for thew celortkl wnrri'ir^ uiay !»•! fouii'L JonIi v. i:i. '^ KltiK* *i '• - 
Macr. T. 3. Ibid. xL Jowrph. i^d. If u«J^. >i. {i. llfV'i, *.t a.)M |uiH>lm. 



f. 44. 1. 'J"). 

It in warcely ntfr^iwry Xtt rnftitiori tlw I'lffy »it<! of Jifru>aliriii. 
fai;rh hUl, eren a bl;;h IjUI &!• th« tiiil of fU^tiaii. ' 

I'. 4.'i. 1. 4. 

M^Mltruiua hurffitiffg. 

N't* r^andtfl. kii'l oth'T trati'lltm into Ai»i«. 



-Tl.«- l.itiof CkI ll. M 



I*. 4'.. 1. n. 

Thffi thtiuhl mif MuMf. 

Common prartlrt;. sihI th« suthoritj of Milt^in, mwidii PufllHkfiit to ju^tifj uAwi tliix 
t*;riu .iH a pvmonifiratloD of |^i«*tr>. 

P. 4.>. J. Ih. 

Thy hunt* I* /»■// iin/zi tlife rhfJot*. 

Matt. xziH. 3H. 

"17) 



348 NOTES ON " PALESTINE." 



P. 45, 1. 23. 

Tke$Kr. 

Mosoa. 

P. 45, 1. 28. 

Mmotana's tide, 

AlmoUna is the oriental name for the Dead Sea, ai Anleni Is for Jordan. 

P. 46, 1. 2. 

The rvltber riot*, or Uie hermit prayt, 

Tlie mountain!* of Palestine are full of caTeruti. which are generally ocenpied in one or 
other of the methods here mentioned. Vide t^audys, Maundrell, and Calmet, passim. 

P. 40, 1. C. 

Thi'Sf. fturmy teatt the warrior Dnttes laid. 

The untameaMe spirit, feodal customs, and affi>ction fur Europeans, which distin|^i»li 
this extraordinary race, who hoa&t themselTet) to be a remnant of the Crusaders, are wvll 
ilcix'ribed in l*agi>s. The acamut of their celebrated Kmir. FacciardinL in Sandys, is al^' 
viTv int4'n*»ting. Pugct do S. Pierre ccuipiled a small Tolumc on their history: Paris. 
17t>;). I'imo. 

I\ 40, 1. 11. 

T^ach their pale rfw/vrfV waning moon to fear. 

" The Turkish Kultnns, whotw moon seems fast approaching to its wane.^ Sir W. Jonee^'s 
th>t Disc, to the Asiatic Society. 

P. 40. 1. -Jtl 
SiJitniiiu (///'.< tJiid Lirfitouian f/>Jd. 
The cold of tin- Tyrians chiolly came from Portuij.-vl, which w.is probably their Tar$hij<h. 

P. 40, 1. -JO. 

A)itl unnt^t mind the f/n,t runs rintmje Aov^f. 

In the poutliern part- of r;iU"<tlne tlie inhnbitnnt.o renp their corn pn>en. as they .ir- 
i.'>t sure that it will r\ir K* a'.lowcil to nunc to nmturity. The oppre^jiion to whioh th-- 
tulti\utors of \iiuyari.ls an* >ul j<ot tlirouirh-iul the Ottuuian empire is well liuown. 

W 47, 1. S. 

Artdti't's p'.mnt. 

Ilajrar. 



•p' 



V. 47, 1. 17. 

Thf [lU'tnl'd Jou}itnin.< fhine. 

Tlir witoriiiirplaoes are ireuerally beset with Arab,-?, who exact toll from all comers. S«v 
HarmiT and Pajr".-. 

P. 47. 1. 18. 
/■'/;/ t'tdx^ Xihiinth, /*/>••. ami Ktdir. thin- .' 
See .Vmmianus Marcellinus, lib. xiv. p. 40, £d. Vules. 
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P. 47, L 23. 

Xar spare the hoary fuad, nor hid your ey« 
Kevere the sacred tmil; 0/ infancy. 

** Thioe eye ahall not iipare them." 

P. 47, 1. 28. 

Smokes on Samaria^s mount her scanty sacrifice, 

A miiterable remnftnt of Samaritan woniliip still vxinta on Mount Ueriiim. Maumln*!) 
reUtes bis oonTerMtion with the bigh priost 

P. 48, 1. 8. 

ATid r^uent Jordan sought his trembling source. 

Psalm cxir. 

P. 48, 1 11. 

To TsraeTs woes a pitying ear inclinct 

Aiui raise from earth Thy long^ieglected tinet 

See pMilm Ixxx. 8>14. 

P. 48, 1. .m 
The harne%it'd Amor He, 
JoRliua X. 

P. 49, 1. 12. 

Or serve his altar with unJtallow'dfire. 

Alluding to the falo uf .Nadnb and AMliU. 

P. 49, 1. 20. 
The mighty mantn- ofthr ivory throne. 
Solomon. Ophlr I« by most geographom plariMl in lh«« Auroa ChuriHinMUi. H«t Tarer 
nler and lUleigb. 

P. 49, 1. '2(\. 

Through Xatnre$ uutieg utftulrr'd vnconfiuat, 

Tho Arabian mythology refipHrtinK S«i|i>m'>n \* In Itwlf m\ fHtrlnntlntd I'* **> niimtratlVM 
of the prt'f«ont tttate ( f the rountry. and on the wIkiIo iki n;{ri*<>aldw t<i Hcrlptiiro, that It waa 
judged improper to omit all mention of it. tlioucii tin wlldnonN uiiKht havo oiieratod n» an 
objection to malcing it a prinriiml object in liic jiftfro. 

P. f;0, 1. 4. 

And Ttidmor thu$, and Syrian JIhUm'c rose. 

Palmyra r*Ta/lmor In the Dnwrt") wnji n-ally built by H«>lomon CI KlnKM. ix. 3 Hirnn. 
nil.), and unirornal tradition markR him nut. with Krtwt prolNibllUy, aii thn foundtT uf 
Balliec. Kotakhar in h1m> attribut«-l to blni by tb«» Aral)*, ^ro thn romanni of Vathrk, 
and the Tnrioiin travelH into thn Kant, mon* pnrtlrularly (liardin'min wblrh, afl««r a minutif 
hnd lnt«TesfJn'4 di'^Tiption of ti»e ninji^ntir rninn i»f K«takhar, or IWhi'ImiIIji, thnandnnt 
(apitnl of I'crikia. an account followH of the wild local tradition* JuHt alludit! to. Vol. ||. 
p. 190. Ed. Am«t. 173.'.. 4to. Vide alno 8ab''n Koran; D'lIi>rbelot, Itlld. Orient (arUrle 
hk>limon Ben Daoud ) ; and the Arabian Nigbt*f Entertalomcnta, paadai. 
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p. 60, 1. 8. 

JBouMiest SanUm, 

ItU well known that the Snntonfl are n-al or AfTi^cUHl madtnen. pret«*nding to extraordi- 
nary Kinctity, who wander about the cduntry. sleeping in caves or ruins. 

P. 50. 1. 14. 

Hfrto lardy wen Uitf tent*, O InvdJ 

Numbers xxIt. 5. 

P. 50. 1. lo. 
f^tr thee his iviry h^ul BehemtAh bort. 
Behemoth is Bomotimes 6Ui>iO!rcd to uican the elephant, in which scum it Ls h«r« used. 

P. 50. 1. 16. 

And far Sfi/al't trem'd with goldai ore. 

An African port to the south at Italvelmandeb, celebrated for gold mineA. 

P. 50. 1. lie. 

The Temple renr'd its ivrrltuting gate. 

Psalm xxiv. 7. 

P. 50. 1. 27. 

yd workman .</«/, mt p'tiultrous axes rung. 

"Th(>re wtut neither hnnimer. nor axe, nor any tool of iron, heard in the houm while it 
was in builUing." 1 KingH \i. 7. 

P. T)!. 1. 2. 

llewnl the tlfsccmhwT iliiiiic. oii'l hhfti'd thf jrrtseut f!f<l. 

'• And when nil the rluhlreii of Israel >aw h<.»\v ili»» fire came down, and the jilorr of the 
I^)nl ujwn the hou-Je. they Itowivl th»'in*i'Ivt'»; with their faces to the pn.uud upon the 
I>avemeut. and \vur>hJpjH\l." 2 C'hrt>ii. \ii. ;J. 

r. :.l. 1. 4. 

Jkat tif.r hir son! the hdiows of thf proud. 

Psilui cxxiv. 4. 

P. 52. 1. 20. 

}\y.(pfor your cottntn/./'r yaur children werji.' 

Luke xxiii. 27. 28. 

P. r..l, 1. 2. 

And the paU p-trent /JntnK' hi^r childreu'f gore. 

Joseph, vi. p. 1275. Ed. lluds. 
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P. 53, L 18. 

The stoic tyrants pftiiosophic pn'dt. 

The Boman notions of humanity rannot liaTo biHjn very cxalttnl wh^n thoy aacrlbed «o 
large a Khar** to Titui*. For Iho liorrible (l«t«liH of liiit wnUwt UurluK tlio »kit» of Jvru- 
ralem and after its capture, tho Tetuhr i.-* rffirn-U to Jn^iephiix. Wh»»n w«» l««rw that w 
ziany captives were crucified, that Stik rd »rX»j6^- \'pa re mXtircro n»r»' 9ra"f>«i( cui 
(rrappot roFj aofioatv; and that after all was over, in cold blood and mttrrliu«nt, h«» c*U^ 
brated his brother's birthday with nimilnr wrrifict-s; we can hanily doubt as to th<> iiatur«> 
of that untold crime, which disturlitMl the dying niouients of "tlu» dnrllnx of the human 
race." Aft»'r all, the cruelties of thlx man are |>mbiibly SDfteninl In the hl)jh prlcst'M nai> 
ratire. The (all of Jerusalem nearly rcisomblcH that of Zaragoxa, but it i4 a Murla «hu 
tells the tale. 

P. 64, 1. 13. 

Yon po$nf>ous shrine. 

Ibe Temple of the fo) ulohre. 

• P. 54. 1. 14. 

And bade the rod: with ])trian marlJe thine. 
See Cotoricus, p. 170; and from hini Sandys. 



P. 64. I. 18. 

TIte Hritiih quf^n. 

St Ilelena. who was, according to Camden, iwrn at Ookhoster. See also llowel'ii llUt 
of the World. 

P. 64, 1. 22. 

And pale Bysanlium feur'd Me^tina's sut^rd. 

The invasions of the civilized parts of Asia by the Arabian and Turkish Mahi>iuetaiis. 

P. 64. 1. 2a 

The wandering hermit Wiiketi the storm o/wttr. 

Peter the irprtnit. The world hn« biM'n s«t long arcu^l< ined to hear the tVuHade* *vn- 
sidered nx the heijfht of fronxy and lujonlbv. that t»i undfrtake l)it>lr defeiuv mli;ht U« 
perhapn a haranloiM task. We niui't. hi>\ve\er. nTolle«'t. th.nt hud It n»>t iivn f<»r lh«"i« 
extraonlin.'iry exertions of K'^O'tou!* n»urai:e, the vhole of Kun>|n« ««»uUI |H«rh>«p4 ha»»- 
fallen, and ChriMianity bet-n burli**! In the ruins. It was not, as Voltaire hns (\ilf )y or 
weakly a5jierted, a con!«i)lracy of rol.lM»rs; it was not an unpn>vok»'d attack on a distant 
and inoffr-nwive nation; it was a blow alimxi at the h««art of a nio«t in^werfttl and active 
enemy. Ilnd not the Christian kini^loms of A-la l»wn estatdlshed a* a check to the 
Miihonietnns. Italy, and the scanty n-ninant of (Miriollanily In Spain, munt aitain haxe 
fallen into thrir |»ower, and France herself have niHNled all the heroism aud |(ood furluue 
of a Charles Martel to deliver her from sulvjui^tlou. 

P. 66, 1. 1. 2. 

While beardless yotttks and tender maids assume 
The weighty moritm and the glancing ptume. 

See Tertot, IlUt. Che?, de MalllM, IIt. 1, 
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P. 65, 1. e. 

Tabaria'i ttream, 

Tftbarla (» oormpiion of Tlberiua) is the name used Ibr the aea of Galflae in Um old 
romanoes. 

P. 55, L 12. 

Bjf northern Brenn or Scythian Timur led, 

Breanns and Tamerlane. 



P. 55, L 15u 

There GauTi proud knight* with hoas^/td mien advance. 

The insolence of the French nobles twice caused the ruin of the army ; once by refusing; 
to serre under Richard Oxurde-Lion, and again by reproaching the Engliiih vith cow- 
ardice in 8t Louis's expedition to Egypt See Knolles'a Ilistory of the Turks. 

P. 55, 1. 16. • 

J'brm the long line. 

The line (combat d4a'haie\ according to Sir Walter Raleigh, iraa eharacteristie of French 
tactics; as the column {hene) was of the English. The English at CrM were drmwn up 
thirty deep. 

P. 55, 1. 26. 

Whou giant force Britannia** armiet Ud, 

All the British nations' soryed under the same banner. 

Sono gl' Ingleoi raglttaril. ed hanno 
Gente con lor, ch' t* pMi vicina al polo. 
Questi da 1* alto fielvo insuti uianda 
La divisa dnl mondo, ultima Irlanda. 

Tasso, Oiarusal. Lib. i. 44. 

Ireland and Scotland, it is scarcely necessary to obserre, were synonymous. 

P. 55, 1. 29. 

Lords ofthf biting axe and beamy fpear. 

The axe of Richard was very famous. See Warton's llbt. of Ancient Poetry. 

P. 57, 1. a 

And burU his brasen bondsy and cast hit cords away. 

Psalm ii. 3; evil. 16. 

P. 57, 1. 7. 

Then on your Uqys fhall d^athlrjs verdure spring. 

'•I will multiply th«? fruit of the trw, nml the inrrenKc of the field, thnt ye shall riHvive 
no inoro the n-proach of famine among the heathen." — '* And they shall say, Thfa laud 
tlmt was desolate is bccomo like the garden of Eden," &c Eiek. xxxri. 
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P. 57, L 1& 
Cbiair tke hrigkt vtsiim of Jtaeaniin^ jpiMCwr. 
^'That rrmt eitj, tb* holj Jcnaakoi, descvudioc out «f feMWit ftvw Uv«V b^^NC ^^ 

R 57. L m 
MU ntcry potr, owl awuMirn evrry i tfw »r . 

P. 57. \. U>. 

.tlMii trAo it He f the iHWf; (Atf aM(/W,K;niii. 

R«TeUtk>a x. 

P. 57. L 2S. 

Xo/ thrwut ctrite^ ami trery mint i* tktrt, 

KoTvUtiou XX. 

P. 58. U 2. 

Gix/ u their Umplfs and the l^tmh th^ir I ^t 

**Aiid 1 mw DO temple therein: for tho UtrU UihI ulutU^t.^ h^mU iW l^kwh aiv (^ 
t«*m|de of it And the ritj had no llit^l of tho kuu, lu^iihtr of |h^ imwu t\> »ldu«> iu U- 
for the glory of God did lighten it, and the Uuih i« lh«> lUhl thtirM>f " Hv«. \\i )U 

P. 58, 1 tt. 

^ml fA^ dry bunts hit wvirM M<»rA t\f'f ^l^•*'«. 

"Thus mith the Lord Uod unto th«m Wrnii. IWhtUd. I ^iU !>«»«•*' I'lv^th ls» v«l^» luU» 
>ou. and ve ithall live.— Then he mid unto lue* S<m \4 iuau» lh«wi> K4«v* m^ tl4i> «lk^v 
houM of I«mel." Exek. xxxvii. 
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p. rtl. 1. rt. 

In Drfiidfn*» gr^nf thf i/j-m'v i^hJ / jhiMpAf . 

TIio openint; linos of this |H)em wore really o<mi|M>M4il In the kiluallnh (Ihw ISirk ut hu* 
d«-n) and under the influence of the fwliuir* whlfli tho^r atli<iu|il It* ilewilUi Thw dlnii 
trnuii i.<8ueof King Frederick's cani|i(il)(u tixik awny fntm llm aulhur all liirllnaUuu In 
rontinue them, and they remninod nogU«'tod till the |i«>|mis uf Kiiri)|Hi were agalu revUed 
by the illuytrious efforts of tho Bpaulnh pwiple. 

P. «•/, I. 4. 
/Vii/irrr« hill. 

The hill of Pratien was tho point nidst olmlinalely oitnfHalml In the ^reat Ullla whit'h 
has taken its name tnm tbo nelghhnurlnit tiiwn nf Austerltis ( and heiw I ha iihwI dreadful 
slaughter took place, both of French and tluH^inns. Tlio aulhttr had, a Ibw weeks Iwftire 
ho wrote the abort, tUlted arery part of this rrl«hratei| A«ld. 
28 
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P. 62, 1. 10. 

Andy red with daughter^ Firedom*$ humHtd crtst. 

It L< necessary perhaps to mention, that, by freedom, In this and in other pa.s»i;^ of 
the pre?»ent jjoem. tK>Iitical liberty is unJerstood, in opposition to the u.'turpatitin of any 
singlM European state. In the particular instance of Spain, however, it i;! a hope whirh 
the author hns not yet seen reason to altanJon, that a struggle ro nobly maintaiueU by 
popular energy, muHt terminate in the establishment not only of national inUcpendence, 
but of dril and religious liberty. 

P. 62, 1. 21. 

GcMia's Taunting train. 

The oonfidenoB and shameful luxury of the French noblet, during the Sercn Years' 
War, are Tery sarcastically noticed by Templeman. 

P. 65, 1. 12. 

niurt youthful Lewis lod. 

Prince Lewis Ferdinand of Prussia, who fell gloriously with almost the whole of his 
regiment 

P. 65, 1. 15. 

By her whose charmSf dc 

The Queen of Prussia; beautiful, unfortunate, and unsubdued by the severest reverws. 

P. 65, L 26l 

The oc^oering cAcrui, dc 

"Thou art the anointed cherub that coverc?t."— -\ddre88ed to Tyre by Kzekiel, xxriii. 14. 

P. 69, 1. 14. 

Inez* grare. 

Inei de Castro, the beloved mistress of the infant Don Pedro, son of AJpbonso IV., King 
of Portugal, and stabl>fU by the orders, and. according to Camoen?, in tlie pr\>»enco of that 
monan'h. -\ fountain near Coimhra, the jveno of their lores and mi*fortune.s is still 
pointed out by tnulition, and calh^I Amores. — De la Clede, Iliet de Portugalle, 4to. torn. L 
page '2S'2-7 ; and Camoeus' Lusiad, cauto 3. stanza cxxxt. 

P. 69. 1 27, 28. 
^MlO dared th^ firtt vxilhstand 



The AfofJt^m woflrrs of thrir bleeding land. 
The Asturians, who under Pelajrius first opposed the career of Mahometan succefs. 

P. 69, 1. 30. 
Thy fprar-enrirded crtncny Agluria. 

" \a oouTonne de fer de Dom relajre. cette couronne si simple mais si ploriense, dont 
chaque fleuron est forme du fer d'une lance arracheo aux chevalien* Mauns que ce h^rok 
avait fidt tombcr sous see coups."— Itomain de Dom Uraino le Navarin, Tn.t«sau, torn. Ix. 5:^ 
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F. ?!. L 25 

« Vfr " *w L j«rjrii=r ta th* "f iiti r^flua»«. ami tlte crarvr a«SboriYT of MariwMK tW 
vbcM ir,rr)t 'if Cbarifsu^ne sad tbe tv^Ire ;«Mrs of Fra&OK »t RoocwvalVML KrHx««4 
del Cmrpir^ ihf m.n c( AV^fuo't «i«t«r. Xiimiu. was his jcvo^ral; ai»i. 3Kvcnlitt|t to IVHft 
Qnixotf DO xi>«<r.ca|)«c««|* aathp^ritr «m snch » sabj^tft. put thir <v)i^hrmt«sl iVUvKto U> IIm 
w e <Ie9th a^ Hvrrujr* inficiMl oa AntaroA. like nNUcn v?tf« tk«t tlli^ rn^phrw of i^tuMrV^ 
OMgnt w&,« «»n'!Lint««L aoJ lik« AcfaUlefonlr vuInerabV iu thi» 1m«U to |;u»r>l vhk-li h« 
wo(r» alwajii ir> n shoes.— S«« Mamna. 1. til r xL IV»n Quixotis Kx^k t c. I. ; an«l tW 
Doteaoa Mr. S^athrj** Chronirie of lh« Cid: a wvM-k nrplet* with pv>wwM d««ori|>(K^», 
aiyl knowlMlr^ of ancient hictorr anJ mannent, and «hk*h add* a n«>w wrvath t«« on«s 
vho *- Doilum frre ecribendi genus intactum rvUquit, nullum quod trli^lt inm i^urtU/' 



P. TO, I. 27. 

Chiffai him v?ho rtitrd his httnurr ft»?/, tic. 

Bodrigo Diaz, of Bira, fumamed the Cid bj ib« Moonu — Si>« Mr. ^uthrjr'a Chroaldo, 

P. 71, 1 4. 

Ked Buraba't/ttd, and Luffty-~ 

Buraha nnd Lugo were renowntnl M^*n<>ii of SimuIkU Tlolorl(»s nvnr lh(t MixtrR, Iu Ihn 
reigns of Rurniudo. or. as his uamo is Ijitlnlstnl, Von'UiunduN.aud Alniiwi tht Chastt, Of 
Lugo the Briti>h have since obtaiuod a uirlaiirholy knowli'dgt*. 



P. 71, 1. 0. 
TIateatii. 

An nxtenMTR dtitrirt of Moxlco} Um Inbubltanta wi»r« (hn flrit liidUns whit luliUillM 
to the Spaniards under Cortoi. 

P. 71, 1. Ifl. 

Jltr MjAitm k img. 

yraodf I^ UlMffi priii»ii«r %i tb* iMttbi ul F«vU. 
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P. 71, 1. 28. 

Ton Boetic ikies^ 

Andalwirfft fonoB ft part of the andoit Hlipftnto Boetlea. 

P. 72, 1. 26. 

RtmctnoUeif volt. 

See the former note on Alonso the CSuute. 

P. 73, 1. 20. 

Thtpoittd haUtnot, trembling «CtB withfaie. 

Thla line is Imitated fh>m one in Mr. Roacoe's spirited Teraet on the eommenoement of 
the French rerolution. 

P. 73, L 28. 

Numben numberless, 

** lie loolc'd and saw what numbers namberleas." 

B1ILT05, Paradise Regained. 

P. 74, 1. 16. 

One Saguntum. 

The ancient siege of Saguntum has been now riyalled by Zaragosa. The author is 
happy to refer hid readers to the interesUog narrative of his friend, Mr. Taoghan. 

P. 74, 1. 22. 

IktJiulia's matron, 
Judith. 

P. 75, 1. 2. 

IMio trtads the wimprrss of the world aUme,. 

"I have trodden the wine-presa nlono, and of tljo people there was none with me, for I 
will tread them in mine anger, and trample them in my fury.''— Isaiah isiii. 3. 
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or whairrer tbe aacieatii dizntfiHl bj the naoie of anaragdiH, if mid to 
hare been fi^MiiMl in sreat qoantiiie* in tbe moantain nov caXhnl Oebel Zummd (tbe 
lloimt of Emerald*;. 

P. SS. L 17. 
EtimTswdL 

It is fnteruiing to obanre with what ptearare and minateneaii Moaen* amM the Arabtan 
wildemeM. enaioeratcs the ^twelre welU of water.** and tbe ** threeeeore and ten palm- 
**of£Uai. 
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Til »» 



P. W. 1. 15. 
Not that hii hand ajlrt-fnld $trptrf hart, 

Kini; Arthur. arronlInK tn bin hintr-rian. Sir Thoniaii Malory, rvlKiiml In nrllalii •iMnit 
tlie betcinDingofthn nixtb cvDtury ; hecnnqufntt In*lan<l. Kranr*!. Ik«nntark, aini Niirway. 
and was victorious in noveral expeilltlfins axiiiniit tin* Hanwns, many of wlinni In* fkirrlbiy 
CQUTertod to Cbrfa*tiAn{ty. IIi* InnUtuteil tli<« i>rtli*r nf tti«i Hound Tallin iiiadi* liy Mnrlln, 
"in token of the rounJnww of the world." IIIM. of l*riniHt Arthur, I'art If. i'ha|i Ml, 

Tmditionary trnre* of KioK Arthur, of Ihi* |n«i'a of hia qtiMiii (lumiever (or (laiiora) and 
Sir linnrelot, with the adTetitur*^ of the Kulichtii of tbe l(<mn«l Table, are atlll to be iiiutid 
in Wales, and in parta of Hhruimhire. 



358 NOTES TO THE «' MORTE DWRTHUR." 



P. 103, L 20, 21. 

And Oirados, vfftose lady's loyalty ^ 

The mantle gain 4 and horn o/silrer briffht. 

Sir Canulos waa the only Kni<:ht of the Round Table who poraemed a wife of fidelit .- 
sufflcient to enable her to wear the enchanted mantle, and to wind the horn brought I j 
a (airy to King Arthur's court 

P. 106, 1. 6. 

And stoeft Vie/aiiry lund o/ magic power. 

Sir Tristan, being wounded in liattle with Sir Marhana of Ireland, who had nnjoytlj 
demanded truage from h\» uncle Sir Mark of Cornwall, was carried to Irt^Iand, and there 
nursed by La bcale Ifcondu (or Yiieult). dnu;;htcr to the king of that inland. Some time 
aft^r. Sir Mark, who was Jealou5 of hix ne^thew, sent him. on what wax oonsidervd a 
dangeroiiy embassage, to demand I>onde in marriage of her lather. Sir Trif>tan succtetk. 
fully accomplished Ills mission, ami set off with hi:* uncle's destined bride to return to 
Cornwall. On their voyage they unfortunately drank of a lore potion prepared by Isonde'x 
mother to be given to Sir Mark on their wedding day. The consequence was, ** that by 
that their drink tliey lovc«l each other so well as that their love never departed fn>m 
them for weal or woe." Hist, of Prince Arthur, Part I. chap. 24. 

P. 110, 1. 17. 
A quern, a queen, must feed the funeral Jire ! 

Queen Guenever (or Qanora) was twice brought to the stake for treason, towards the 
latter end of Arthur's reigu, and twice delivered by Sir Lancelot du Lac. who, on the 
second occasion, carried her off to his castle of Joyous Qard. Thither Arthur pursued 
her, and, though Lancelot tried to persuade him to " take his queen into his good grac«. 
for that she was lioth fair and ju.«t and true," he would not receive her again till, after 
the shi'dilingof murh kuiirhtly blood, thi; pope issued a boll, ''commanding him u|)cn 
pnin of intordirtin^ of all Kn^laud. that In- take his queen, dame Guenever, to him again, 
and accord with Sir I>.inc«'lot." lli.st. of I'liiuv Arthur. Part II. chap. lo4. 

On Arthur's death, trucnotr ntircd into a uuuiipry at Almc:«bury. and LanocIt»t into 
a hermit.ise ncir (jla>tunburv. 



•o'- 



p. 118. 1. 21. 

LiUUi : fll Lilith : 

The JcwH have a tradition that, ln-fa-o tho eroation of Eve. Adam was marri«'d to .in 
aerial IxMng nam<vl Lilith: to rovonp' liis d^"^^•rt^nl: Iht f«jr an (-arthly nval, -^he i.^ t«nj>- 
1hx»mhI to Ijovi.'r round tho bahit:iti<>n of now niarrii'd jK'rs«>ns, shonorin^ d«>wn inipni a- 
tious on thoir ho:uL<«. Tho atl<'ndanl-* «m tho bri lo «<i).»ud tho night in going round tho 
houjMi and ultoring loud acroams to frightou hor awny. 

P. li'i, 1. 8-10. 

I/ure ioe not fieri rtl fimo ith>'j>fierd Gt/f/^s Uire^ 
liy likf (h-fit.fr>>in i»hl Ciindouh's lud, 
Jn uak'td iM.niti/ ;<r:ert. fit' Lydianfair. 

It U rolatwl of (Jygos that ho dos4S'Uflod Into tho oarth, whon.^ he di«T>vered a lar,re 
hi>ri*e m.ndoof bras"<; and withuj it tho WA\ of a man of gigantic staturo, on whi»>e linpr 
was a l>rrt*»rt ring. Tho ring jM»>»s«"K.si.(i tho jU'Wor of making it.<* woanT hiviiihlc, and with 
it" n.<«si!»tRnro, he gninod ac<^"!<s into tho palnc, murdon'd the king, whos<.' throne he afU-r- 
ward:* UtfuriK!d, and married the queen. 
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P. 140, 1. 2L 

The thrcf-tim^f hoUotr'd Gr<tyh. 

The Grayle or Sancjrreal. accnrdiii;: to the orijiinal p^manro. was a twwI of iroM, miJ to 
contAin moie of the blood of our Snviour. rnrriiMl nlKtut by a fair niaidon ; Iwridoj* its hi»al- 
Ing virtues, it posjMuised tho pn»perty, into wlj.itovor castlo it was brought, of ** fulfilling 
tb<' ball vith great odount, and urcry kni;i;ht liad 8urh mont and drink ns ho b«*st loved 
io the world." It iraa invisible, as Wfll a-* tljo dams**! who U>ry it, to all but the " pt'tfivt 
man.** The Knights of the Hound Table made a quest to tlnd it out: but Sir tialaliad, 
»)n of Sir Lancelot, waa the only one of Kufflcient purity of life to l>e alloweil to nee it: 
After which "he Icuucled down and made hit! ikrayens, and then suddenly hio m>u1 departed 
unto Jeeafl Chriot, and a great multitude of angels bare hia aoul up to heaven, that hia 
two fellows might behold it; alno his two fellows miw come down from heaven a hand, but 
they saw not the body, and then it came right to tite vessel and took it, and so bare it up 
to heaven. Sithence was there never no man xo Iiardy for to say that ho had seen the 
SancgreaL" Uist of Prince Arthur, Part II. c. 103. 

P. 142, 1. 1. 

Viiin-tjlorifmi Ifyence. 

Ryence was sovereign of North Wales: he overcame eleven valiant kings in battle, and 
("aased their beards to l>c sewn on the i>4|;;<>8 of his mantle, in token of tlieir doing him 
homage; he then «*nt a mes,"«enger f)r King Arthur's benrd. "For King Ryence had 
perfected a mantle with tbe kingH* beards, and there lruki«l for one i>lare of the mantle, 
wherefore he sent for his l>eard, or v\sn* be would enter into bis lands and burn and slay, 
and never leave till he have tliy head and U-ard." liut .Arthur was little a<*cuHtomed to 
be taken by tbe beard, and returned an anjzry answir : on which Ilyence prepared to 
enter Hritain with a large army, when he was him8t;lf defeated by tbe brothers Balln and 
Balan. Hist of Prince Artlmr.— Kd. 
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P. 193. 1. 20. 

JV vifwktg fpuirdians nf VtfM Mcrnl shadfs. 

These lince were sp^iken (^as is the cu/itom of the University on the installation of a new 
clwucellor) by a young nobleman whost* diffidence in«!iiceii him to content hiniMflf with 
the com(ic>sition of another. Of this diffidence bis friends have reason to complain, as it 
suppressed some elegant lines of his own ou tbe same ux'asion. 
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KOTE OS "AS EPITAPH OS A rOCKQ NAVAL OFFICER." 



rV frnnvv Ae MtHOMf and the yovig. 
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r rlill b* Iraciil. The b 
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and other games had ao mach Importance attached to them by the rtatemeti and var* 
rior« of Greece, as is pretended by the Kkphints of Uter agv«: but where the mannen are 
roost simple, public oxhibitiontji, it jihould be rememWred, are alwats mo«t hij^hly esti- 
mated, and r»Ugrii>u8 prejudice combined with the ostentation of wiMUth to gire distiuctkm 
to the Olympic contests. 

P. 302, 1. 1«. 

TheJUneer qfno ignMe race. 

Theron was a descendant of GSdipus, and consequently of Cadmus, llis fiimily had. 
through a lon^; line of ancestors, been remarkable, both in Greece and Sicily, fbr misfor> 
tune; he wai> himself uni>opular with his sutu^ts and engaged la dTil war. Alluskos 
to these circum&tances often occur in the present ode. 

P. 305, last line. 

Ht tehmti immm may wimt. 

In the original rij, "a certain nameless person.'* The ancients wore often scrupulous 
about pronouncing the name of their gods, particularly those who presiiled orer the 
r^on of future hopes and fears; a scruple corresponding with the Rabbinical notions of 
the ineffable Word. The pictures which fi^Uow present a striking discrepancy to the 
mythology of Homer, and of the general herd of Grecian poets, whoee Zeus is as fiir infe> 
rlor to the one supreme divinity of IMndar, as the religion of IMndar himself falls short of 
the clearness and majesty of Revelation. The connexion of these Eleusinian doctrines 
with those of HlndGistan U in many points sufficiently striking. Southey and Piudar 
might seem to have drunk at the same source. 



P. 307, 1. 12. 

Kor Jmt has Thdif prayn dtnied, 

I Icnow not why, except for his brutality to the body of Hector, Achilles is admitted 
with so much difficulty into the inlands of the blessed. That this was considered in the 
time of Pindar as sufBcient to excludo him without particular intercession, shows at l(>ast 
that a great adrance had been made in moral feeling since the days of Homer. 

P. 307, 1. 28. 
Trained in ttudy*s fnrmal hourt 



There are who hate the minstrtCt power. 

It was not likely that Pindar's peculiarities should escape criticism, nor was his temper 
such as to bear it with a Tcry even mind. He treats his rivals and ai*sallants with at 
least a sufflcicnt iH>rtion of disdain, as 8i.>rvile adherents to rule, and mere students with- 
out genius. S»me of their sarcajims jessed, however, into jiroverhH. ^td( K6piv0off an 
expression in ridicule of Pindar's per])etual recurrence to niytholnKy and antiiiuities, is 
presi'rved in the I'hnvlon; while his occasional mention of hims(>lf and his own nifcessl- 
ties, is paroditHl by Aristophanes. I cannot but hope, however, that the usual conduct 
of Pindar himself was loiiM obtruMve and imi)ortunnte than that of the l)ithyrambic {toet 
who introducoH him on the festival of Nephelocoggugia, like the Gaelic bard in " Christ's 
Kirk o' the Green.' 

P. 310, 1. J, 2. 

Whose sapling root from Scythian down 
And bUfs fount Ala'des bare. 

There seems to have been in all countries a disposition to place a region of peculiar 
happiness and fertility among InacoeMible mountains and at the sourco of their prineipal 
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rlren. Perbapa indeed tbe Mount Mem of Hindtiitan, tfae blameless Etblopians at tbe 
head of tbe Nile, and the happy hyperborean regions at the source of the Ister, are only 
copies of tbe garden and river of God In Kdon. Some truth is undoubtedly mixed with 
the tradition here prewrred by Pindar. The olive was not indigenous in Greece, and it? 
firxt [Specimens were planted near PiiMi. That they ancribed ib* intmdurtion to their uni- 
Tersal hen> Hercules, and derived its Ktock from the land of tbe bIe9!<od. need not be won- 
dered at by those wlio know the importance of Kuch a present The IIyi>erborean or 
Atlantic region, which cimtinually reccdod in proportion as Europe wa/i explored. 9t\\\ 
seems to have kept its ground in the fancies of the vulgar, undtT the namee of the island 
of St. Brandon, of Flath-Innis, or tbe fortunate land of Cockayne, till the discovery of 
America peopled the western ocean with something less illusive. 



P. 311, 1. 11. 

Old AOa^ daughter haUow'd. 

Taygeta. 

P. 813, 1. 2&, 27. 

7b Ltmnot' laughing dames of yore. 
Such VMS the proof Emiau bare. 

Emicus was one of the Argonauts, who distinguished himself in the games oelebrated 
at Liomnos by its hospitable queen llypsipile, as victor in the foot race of men clothed in 
armour. He was prematurely gray-beaded, and therefore derided by the Lemnian women 
liefore he bad given this proof of his vigour. It is not impossible that Praomis liad the 
same singularity of appearance. 

There is a sort of playfulness in this ode, which would make us suspect that Pindar had 
no very sincere respect for the character of Psaumis. Pcrliaps ho gave offence by it; for 
the following poem to the same champion is in a very different style. 



P. 315, 1. 7. 

Rfxxring her goodly tmtyrs on high. 

Cnmarina had been lately destroyed by fire, and rebuilt in a great mcai^urc by the libe- 
rality of Psaumis. 

P. 317, 1. 15, 16. 

Such pmijv rtjf gntxl Adra.<ttu lnyre 
Tit him, the prophet chief. 

The prophet cbii'f is Ampbiaraus, who was swallowed up by the Earth Wfore the attack 
«if Polynices and his allic?* un Thobes, either liecause the g^xls dt^ttruiineit tn re»*rue bis 
virtues fn>m tbe stnin of that (xlious conflict : or. acfonJinu; to tbi* snp.nclous Lydcat*-. 
Iteoausc. beini; a s«^rcorer and a pa;;an "bysbojipe," tbe time of his comjiact was expir«.d, 
aud the infernal powers laid claim to him. 

P. 318, L 9, 10. 

Tlien ynlr. thr mules of%cingPdpacf, 
And. rhintiSy climb the car with me. 

A^ona- htu\ been victor in the Ai>cne or chariot drawn by mule.'?. Phintis was, probably. 
hi:« charioteer. 
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P. 319, 1.8, 9. 

And flung Vie tUrer dasp away 
That rudely pitss'd her heaving tide. 

I ▼ontnre In the preseDt instance to translate " Ka\irti,** a clai^p, becanne it was 
undoubtedly used for the stud or buckle to a horse's bit, && " Ka^rr'i^eiyf*' signifies to run 
by a horse's side, holding the bridle. The " «uXi"f ,*' too, appended t«) the belt of lIercule^ 
which he left with his i^cythian mistress, chould seem, from the manner in which Iloro- 
dotus mentions it, to have Ijeen a clai>i) or stud; nor can I in the present passage und«>r- 
fitand why the pregnant Evadne should encumber herself with a water-pot, or why the 
water-pot and zone should bo mentioned as laid aside at the same time. But the round 
and cup-like form of an antique clasp may well account for such names being applied 
to it. 

P. 321, 1. 28. 

Choi Cyllene's Jieight of snow. 

Cyllene was a mountain in Arcadia, dedicated to Mercury. 

P. 322, 1. 18, 19. 

TJien, minstrel 1 bid thy chorus rise 
To JunOf queen o/da'ties. 

Such passages as thLi appear to prove, first, that the odes of Pindar, Instead of being 
danced and chanted by a chorus of hired musicians and actors, in the absurd and ioi pos- 
sible manner pretended by the later Grecian writers (whose ignorance respecting their 
own antiquities is In many instances apparent), were recited by the poet himself sitting 
(his iron chair was long reserved at Dclphos), and accompanied by one or more musicians, 
such as the Theban ^Encas whom he here compliments. {Secondly, what will account at 
oiiru for the inequalities of his style and the rapidity of his transitions, we may infer that 
the Dirciean swan was, often at least, an *' improvvisatore." I know not the origin of the 
Boeotian agnomen of swina In later times we find their region called *' vervecum patria." 

P. 323, 1. 14. 
Nark with no envious ear a subjed praise. 

Either the poet was led by his vanity to ascribe a greater consequence to his verxes 
than they really possessed, when he supposes that the praise of Agesias may move his 
sovereign to jealousy ; or we may infer from this little circumstance, that the Importance 
attached to the Olympic prize has not been so greatly overrated by poets and antiqiuu-ies, 
and that it was indeed '*a gift more valuable than a hundred trophies." 



THE END. 
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